TR | 9 
CONSTANT COUPLE: 
A T-RIP: ro rux JUBILER. 


A 
4 ⏑²⁰ » 
As it is Acted at the 1291 
THEATRE S-ROY A * 
1 Þ | 
Drury-Lane and Covent-Garden. 


By Mr. F A R QU H AR. 


— —— 


Sive favore tuli, ſive hanc ego carmine famam ; 
Jure tibi grates, candide lector, ago. 
Ovip. Trift. Lib. iv. Eleg. 10. 


— 8 — — as 


Tal 
5 


— 


— 


| 


L © NN BD @ 3 


Printed for J. WENM AN, No 144, Frrrr-Sraezr; and Sold by all 
other Bookſellers in Town and Country. 
M DCC LXXVII, 


— 


£-64-446+645546-4++6409-94-4-666-6- E. N n - G-. 


0 . 0 . 


OETS oil think naeh ing ſo cbecks their fury 
, As wits, cits, beaux, and women, for their jury. 
Ounypark's balf deal to think wohat medlcy's come, 

With blended judgi en „ to pronounce bis dm. 

*Tis all faiſe fear; fo in a minyl-d pit, 

Ny, what yur gi cv: Don thinks but duily writ, 

His neighbour iti great wig may take fr wits 

Some, authors court the feav, the <wije if any; 

Our youth's content, if be can reach the many, 

Who go with much like ends to church and play, 

Not to obſerve what prieſts wr poets ſay 3 : 

No! no! your thuughts, the theirs, lie quite cal 
Quays 

The ladies jafe may ſmile, for here's no ander, 

Ns ſmut, ns lew'd-tungued bau, nor double, ent: rdree 

"Tis true, be bas a ſpark juſt come from France, 

But, then, ſj» far from beau—vby, be talks feaſe! 

L ike coin «ft carry'd eut, bat ſeldem brought from 
chene. 

There's yet a gang to o our ſpark ſubmits, 

Your low ſpeaking Fl, that lives by's wits, 

That's only witty, tho", juſt as he lives, by fits ; | 

Il bo, lion-i ide, through bailiffs ſczurs awvays 

Hunts, in ti tacc, a dinner all che day, 

At night, with empty bowels, grumbles o'er wb 

play. ' : 

And now the mdifh frertice h. iwf leres, 8 

Il bo, wvith bis maſter's cafh, ſtal n ont of doors, 

Empliiys it on d brat e — bincurable ⁊c ffs 

While their god bulky mother, pleas'd, ſits by, 

natd regent of the bubble gallery, 

Next te our mounted friends, we humbly moe, 

bo all your fide-box tricꝶs are much above, 

And never fail to pas us xvith your love. : 

Ab, friends! pror Dorſct-garden Heuſe is gone; 

Our merry meetings there are ail undone: 

Quite loft to us, ſure fir ſome ftrange mijdeeds, 

That ftrong dog Sampjon's pull'd it o'er our beads ; 

Snaps he lite thread ; 
him, 

He! bear, perhaps, of rope vill one day bold bim: 

At leaſt, I bepe, that yur gead- natur d town © 

Will find a <vay to pull bis prices dexon. 

Well, that's all! Nee, gentlemen, for the play: 
On ſecond thoughts, I've but taube words to ſay; 
Nuch as it is, for your delight deſign'd, 

Hear it, read, try, judge, and ſpeak as you find. 


X. 
FI I UE. 


OW a/“ depart, each his reſpeFive tvay, 
To ſpend an evening's chat upon the play; 
dome te Tiipplito's; one brmeevard goes, 
And one with loving fhe retires to thᷣ Roſe, 


ut when his fortune's told 


The am'reus pair, in all things frank and free, 
Perbaps may ſave the play in Number Three. 

The tearing (park, if Puy lis agb gainſays, 
Breaks th drawver's bead, kicks her, and murders Bayt, 
Ie coffee ſome retreat, to ſave their pockets; x 
Others, more generous, damn the play at Loeket's; 
But there, I « pes the author's fears are vain, 
Malice ne er pole in generous Champaign, 

That poet merits an Te noble death, 

Ah fears to fall ver @ brave Montetb. 

The privilege of wine we only aſky 

You'll taſte again, before you denn the flaſk, 

Dur author fears not you; Fut theſe be may, 

IV ko in cold blood murder @ man in teas. 
Thoſe,men of ſpleen, vhs, fond the world ſhould lun 
Si dowwny ard for their two-pefive damn a poets lit 
T heir criticifin's good, that ve can ſay fort; 
T hey underſtard a play too quell to pay for't 
From box to ſlage, from ſtage to box they vun, 
Firſt fteal the play, then damn it-when , done. 
But now, to krow what fate may u: betide, 

| Among our friends in Cornbill and CHeapſide. 

| But thoſe, I think, bave but one rule for plays; 
They'll ſay they're good, if fo the world but ſayt. 
If it ſhrald pleaſe them, and their jpouſes know ity 
They firait enquire au hat Lind of man's the Poet. 
Bur frem ſide-hox ⁊ue dread a ,. arful deom, 

All the good-natur'd beaux are gone te Rome. 

The ladies cerſure Pd almaſl forgot, 

| Then for a line ar tue Cengage their vote: 

But that wway's odd, below our author's aim, 

No lefs than bis cob play is compliment to them, 
For their ſakes, then, the play can't miſs ſucceeding, 
The" critics may want wit, they have good breeding 
They won't, I'm ſure, forfeit the ladies graces, 
By fhewing their ill-nature to their faces; 

Our buſineſs with good manners may be dene, 
Flatter us here, and damn ts when” you're gone. 
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with their bodies, and old zal is only to be your cars. 
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CONSTANT COUPLE. 


1 J. me upon the ſtatute O conſeienee! conſeience 
„ chele tide-waiters and ſurveyors plague us more 
with their French wines, than the war did with 
French privateers Ay, there's another plague 

NGELICA lend it back unopen d! fay of the nation 
? 
Cnc . Ax you ſve, S'r. Enter Colonel Standard, 
f Ihe pride of theſe virtuous women is more] A red coat and feather. 
terabls than the immodeſty of proſtitutes Viz, Colonel Standard, I'm your humble ſervant. 
er a 1 my encouragement, to ſlight me thus! Stand. May be not, Sir. 
res, She faid, Sir, that imagining your morals {| ig. Why ſo? 


ere, the gave you acceſs to her converſationz{| Stand. Becauſe I'm diſbanded. 


˖ 2 your late behi.viour in her company has] #7z. How! Broke? 
ec her, that your love and religion are both] Srand, This very morning, in Hyde-Park, my 
| perſy ; and, that ſhe believes your letter like | brave regiment, a th, uſand men that look'd like 
elf, fair — the outhge, foul within, fo ſent{j lions yeſterday, were ſcatter'd, and look'd as poor 


el nopen'd. and ſimple as the herd of deer that giaz'd before 


i. I'!l be reveng'd the firſt opportunity - Saw | 'em. 


the od Lady Darling, her mother? Sig. Tal, al, deral. [ Singing. ] I'll have a bon- 
Yes, Sir, and ſhe was plcas'd to ſay much | fire this night as high as the Monument, 


wur Commendation. Strand, A bonfire! thou dry, wither'd, ill-na- 


e. That's my cue An eftcem grafted in old | ture; had not thoſe brave fellows ſwords defended 
is hardly rooted out; vears ſtitfen their opi- you, your houſe had been a bonfire, ere this, about 
Did we not venture our lives, Sir ? 
dend by young hypocriſy, [Aide] Run to the} S . And did we not pay for your lives, Sir? 
Lurewell's, aud know of her maid, whether | Venture your lives! I'm ſure we ventur'd our 
lzdvſhip will be at home ther evenings. Her | mone „ and that's life and ſoul to me — Sir, we'll 


ety is ſufficient cure for Angelica's ſcorn, maintain you no longer. | 
[Exit Servant, Vizard pulis out a best, reads, Srand. Then your wives ſhall, old Actæon. 
ard vat about. | There are five-and-thirty ſtrapping othcers gone 
Ente, Smug:ler. | this morning to live upon free quarter in the. city. 


Av, there's 2 pattern tor the voung men! di g. 0 Lord 0 Lord! 1 ſhall have a fon 
ame at his medtt tion fo early; fome book | within; theſe nine months, born with a lead;ng-ſtaff 


Gus C jaculation+ s I-m ture. in his hand. Sir, you are 
>» This Hobbes is an *xcellent fe;low ! - Tide.) Stard. What, Sir? 
v uncle Smuggler! ta and you at this end o'th' Smug. Sir, I fay that you are——— 
is a miracle. Stand. What, Sir? 
"4g, | have ſeen a miracte this morning, indeed, © Swag. Ditbanded, Sir, that's all II ſee my 
'n Vizatd. a lawyer vonder. [ Exit. 
. What is it, pray, Sir? | Fiz. Sir, 1 am very ſorry for your misfortune. 
g. A man at his devotion ſo near the court Stand. Why io? 1 don't come to borrow money 


lad, boy, that you keep your ſanctity | of vou: if you're my friend, meet me this evening 
| nted in this infectious place; the very air of | at the Rummer; I'll pay my toy, drink a health 
'2r 1s heatheniſh, and every man's breath 1185 » my king, proſperity to my country, and away for 
nts of atheiſm. Hungary to-morrow morning 
Surely, Sir, ſome great concern muſt _ Fiz. What! you won't leave us? 
nis untanctiti d end of the town. | Stand. What! a ſoldier ſtay here, to look like 
Avery unſanct! ty'd concern, truly, couſin. ! an old pair of colours in Weſtminſter-Hall, razged 
e W hat is it ? 2 an d ruſty! No, no. | met yeſterday a 1 
A lau- ſuit, boy Shall I tell vou? evtenant; he was aſham'd to own that he wanted 
> the Swan is new!y arriv'd from St. Sebaf- | A "os r, but begg'd eighteen-pence of me to buy 
den with Portugal Fines: Now the impu- a new ſcabbard for his (word. 
gur of a tide-waiter has the face to afilirm Liz. Oh, but you have good friends, colonel * 
trench wines in Spanich yaiks; and has indicted | Stand. Oh, very good tric ends! M, father 3 A 
A 2 
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lord, and my elder brother a beau. 


Mighty good 


friends indeed! 


Viz. But your country may perhaps want your 


ſword again, 


Stand. Nay, for that matter, let but a ſingle 


drum beat up for volunteers between Ludgate and 
Charing-Croſs, and I ſhall undoubtedly hear it at 
the walls of Buda. 


% 


making your fortune at home 


Viz. Come, come, colonel, there are ways of 
Make your 


addreſſes to the fair; you're a man of honour and 
courage. 


+ 


over my eye will attract a ducheſs 


» 


neſs of teachers, and pedantry of ſchools. 
florid conſtitution being never ruffled by misfortune, 


Stand. Ay, my courage is like to-do me won- 
drous ſervice with the fair: this pretty croſs- cut 
I warrant 


Had 1 


twill be a mighty grace to my ogling ! 


us'd the ſtratagem of a certain brother colonel of 


mine, I might ſucceed. 

Viz. What was it, pray ? 

Stand. Why, to ſave his pretty face for the 
women, he always turn'd his back upon the ene- 
my. He was a man of honour for the ladies. 

Viz. Come, come, the loves of Mars and Ve- 
nus will never fail; you muſt get a miſtreſs, 

Stand. Pr'ythee, no more on't You have 
awaken'd a thought, from which, and the king- 


dom, I wou'd have ſtol'n away at once, To be 


plain, I have a miſtreſs. 
Viz. And he's cruel ? 
Stand. No. 
Viz. Her parents prevent your happineſs ? 
Stand. Nor that. ; 
Fiz. Then ſhe has no fortune? 


Stand. A large one: beauty to tempt all man- 
O Vi- 


kind, and virtue to beat of their aſſaults. 
gard ! ſich a creature! 


Enter Sir Harry Wildair, croſſes the Stage finging, 


_ ewwith Footmen after bim. 
Hey-day ! who the devil have we here? 


. Viz. The joy of the play-houſe, and life of the 


Park; Sir Harry Wildair, newly come from Paris. 


Stand. Sir Harry Wildair! did not he make © 
campaign in Flanders ſome three or four years ago ? 


Viz. The ſame. 
Stand. Why, he behaved himſelf very bravely. 


Viz. Why not? Doſt think bravery and gaiety 


are inconſiſtent ? He's a gentleman of moſt app y 
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Viz. We are ſo reform'd, that gallantry is takes 
for vice. 

Stand. And hypocriſy for religion. 

Wild. A.la- mode de Paris again. 

Viz. Nothing like an oath in the city, 
Stand. That's a miſtake; for my major ſwore 1 
hundred and fifty laſt night to a merchant's wife in 
her bed-chamber. 

Wild. Pihaw, this is trifling , tell me news, gen. 
tlemen. What lord has lately broke his fortune at 
the Groom-Porters ? or his heart at Newmarket, 
for the loſs of a race? What wife has been lately 
ſuing in Doctors - Commons for alimony? Or, 
what daughter run away with her father's valet? 
What beau gave the nobleſt ball at the Bath, or ha 
the fineſt coach in the ring? I want news, gentle 
men. 

Stand. Faith, Sir, there are no news at all. 
Viz. But pray, Sir Harry, tell us ſome news of 
your travels. | | 

Wiid. With all my heart. You muſt know 
then, I went over to Amſterdam in a Dutch ſhip 
I there had a Dutch whore for five ſtivers. I went 
from thence to Landen, where I was heartily drub' 
in the battle with the burt-end of a Swiſs muſke! 
I thence went to Paris, where I had half a doze 
intrigues, bought half a dozen new ſuits, fought 
couple of duels, and here 1 am again in ſtatu gs. 

Viz. But we heard that you deſign'd to makt 
the tour of Italy; what brought you back ſo ſoon 

Wild. That which brought you into the world 
and may perhaps carry you out of it, a woman, 

Stand. What! quit the pleaſures of travel for 
woman | 

Wild. Ay, colonel, for ſuch a woman! I had n 
ther ſee her Ruelle, than the palace of Lewis 
Grand: There's more glory in her ſmile, than! 
the Jubilee at Rome; and 1 wou'd rather Kiſs he 
hand, than the Pope's toe, 

Viz. You, colonel, have been very Javiſh in th 
beauty and virtue of your miſtreſs; and Sir Ham 
here, has been no leſs eloquent in the praiſe of | 
| Now will I lay you both ten guineas apiece, th 
neither of them is ſo pretty, ſo witty, or ſo vi 
tuous, as mine. 

Stand. Tis done. 

Wild. Til double the ſtakes— But, gentleme 
now I think on't, how ſhall we be reſolv'd ? For 


circumſtances, born to a plentiful eſtate; has had 
a genteel and eaſy education, free from the rigid- 
His 


nor ſtinted in its pleaſures, has render'd him enter- 


taining to others, and eaſy to himſelf. Turning 
all paſſion into gaiety of humour; by which he 
chuſes rather to rejoice with his friends, than be 
hated by any, as you ſhall ſee, 


Re-enter Wildair. 
Wild. Ha, Vizard ! 
Vis. Sir Harry! 


1d. Who thought to find you out of the Ru- 
brick ſo long? 1 thought thy hypocriſy had been 
nr, if 1 


wedded to a pulpit-cuſhion long ago. 
miſtaie not your face, vour name is Standard. 
Stard. Sir Harry, I'm vour humble ſervant, 


ud. Come, gentlemen, the news, the news 


oth” town, for I'm juſt arriv'd. 


Biz. Why, in the city-end o'th' town we're 


playing the knwwe, to get eſtates. 


Stand. And in the court-end playing the fool, in 


ſpending 'em. 
Mild. Jud fo in Paris, 
lo mediſh. 


I'm glad we're grown to a miracle, Vizard, you have certainly loſt 5 


know not where my miſtreſs may be found; f 
left Paris about a month before me, and I had 
account. 

Stand. How, Sir! left Paris about a month de 
fore you ? ; 

Wild. Yes, Sir, and I had an account that ! 
lodg'd ſomewhere in St. James's. 

Viz. How! ſomewhere in St. James's, ſay you 

Wild. Ay, Sir, but I know not where; and p- 
haps mayn't find her this fortnight. 

Strand. Her name, pray, Sir Harry. : 

Viz. Ay, ay, her name; perhaps we know be 

Mid. Her name! ay ſhe has the ſofte! 
whiteſt hand, that e'er was made of fleſh and blo 
her lips fo balmy ſweet 

Stand. But her name, Sir. 

Wild. Then her neck and breaſt. her ber 
do ſo heave, fo heave! Sieg 

Stand. But her name I want, Sir. 

Vid. Then her eyes, Vizard ! - 

Stand. Pſhaw, Sir Harry ! her name, or not" 

Wild. Then if you muſt have it, ſhe's cailes* 
Lady———But then her foot, gentlemen ; ſhe ci" 
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He contend for a woman, Vizard ! Slife, man, if 
ladies were to be gain'd by ſword and piſtol only, 


| Fiz. Why, vou have certainly loſt your ſenſes; 
we ſhall never diſcover the picture, unleſs you ſub- 
ſcribe the name. 
Wild. Then her name is Lurewell. 
Stand. Sdeath, my miſtreſs. 75 e. 
Viz. My miſtreſs, by Jupiter. ide. 
"ild. Do you know her, gentlemen ? 
Stand. 1 have ſeen her, Sir. 
Wild. Canft tell where ſhe lodges? Tell me, 
dear colonel. 


Strand. Your humble ſervant, Sir. [Exit Stand. 
Wild. Nay, hold, colonel; I'll follow you, and 
wilt know. [Runs ont, 


Viz. The Lady Lurewell, his miftreſs! he loves 
her: but the loves me.—But he's a baronet, and I 
plain Vizurd; he has a coach and fix, and I walk 
on foot; I was bred in London, and he in Paris— | 
that very circumſtance has murder'd me — Then 
ſome ſtratagem muſt be laid to divert his pre- 
tenſions. 

Re-enter Wildair. 

Wild. Pr'ythee, Dick, what makes the colonel 
ſo _ of humour ? 

Viz. Becaule he's out of pay, I ſuppoſe. 

Wild. *Slife, that's true; I was beginning to 
miſtruſt ſome rivalſhip in the caſe. 

Viz. And ſuppoſe there were, you know the 


The Conſtant Couple; or, 


colonel can fight, Sir Harry. 
Wild. Fight! pſhaw! but he can't dance, ha! 


wifat the devil ſhould all we beaux do? 

Viz. I'll try him farther. ¶ Aſide.) But wou'd 
not you, Sir Harry, fight for this woman you ſo 
much admire ? 

Wild. Fight! let me conſider.— I love her 
that's true———but then I love honeſt Sir Harry 
Wildair better. The Lady Lurewell is divinely 
charming—right-——but then a thruſt i' th' guts, 
or a Middleſex jury, is as ugly as the devil, 

Viz. Ay, Sir Harry, twere a dangerous caſt for 
a beau baronet to be tried by a parcel of greaſy, 
grumbling, bartering boobies, who wou'd hang 
you, purely becauſe you're a gentleman. 

Wild. Ay, but, on t'other hand, I have money 
enough to bribe the rogues with: ſo, upon mature 
deliberation, I would fight for her. But no more 
of her. Pr'ythee, Vizard, can't you recommend a 
friend to a pretty miſtreſs by the by, till I can find 
my own? You have ftore, I'm ſure; you cunning 
poaching dogs mae ſurer game than we that hunt 
open and fair. Pr'ythee now, good Vizard. 

ig. Let me conſider a little Now love and 

revenge inſpire my politics. [ Afide. 

{ Pauſer, wwbilft Sir Harry walls, ſinging. 

Wild. Pſhaw thou' rt as long ſtudying for a new 
miſtreſs, as a drawer is piercing a new pipe, 

Fiz. I deſign a new pipe for you, and whole- 
ſome wine; you'll therefore bear a -lit.le expec- 
tation. 

Wild. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, dear Vizard ? 

12. A girl of ſixteen, Sir Harry. 
4 75 Now fixteen thouſand bleflings light on 
thee 

Viz. Pretty and witty. 

Mild. Ay, ay; but her name, Vizard. 

Fiz. Her name! yes the has the ſofteſt 
whiteſt hand that e'er was made of fleſh and blood; 
her lips ſo balmy ſweet 

Mid. Well, well, but where ſhall I find her, 


man? 


-A Trip to the Jubilee. 


5: 
Wild. Pr'ythee don't diſtract me, 
Viz Well, then, you muſt know, that this lady 
is the treateft beauty in town; her name's Ange- 
lica: ſhe that paſles for her mother is a private 
bawd, and call'd the Lady Darling; the goes for a 
baronet's lady, (no diſparagement to your honour, 
Sir Harry) 1 aſſure you. 
Wild. Pikes hang my honour ; but what ſtrert, 
what houſe ? 
Viz. Not ſo faſt, Sir Harry; you muſt bave my 


recommendation in a line or two will procure.you, 
very civil entertainment; I ſuppoſe twenty or thir- 
ty pieces handſomely plac'd, will gain the point: I'll 
infure her ſound, 

Wild. Thou deareft friend ta a man in neceſſity! 
Here, firrah, order my coach about to St. James's; 
Pl walk acroſs the Park. [ To bis ſervante 

Enter Clincher ſenior. 

Clin. Here, ſirrah order my coach about to St, 
James's, VII walk acroſs the Park too. 
Mr. Vizard, your moſt devoted 
Sir, {To Wildair.] 1 admire the mode of your 


. [ſhoulder- knot; 


Methinks it ha” £3 very empathetically, and car- 
ries an air of travel in it: « 

Your ſword - knot, too, is moſt, ornamentally. 
modiſh, and bears a toreign mien, 

Gentlemen, my brother is juſt arriv'd in townz 
So that, being upon the wing to kiſs his hands, 

I hope you'll pardon this abrupt departure of, 
Gentlemen, your moſt devoted, and moſt faithful 
humble ſervant. Exit. 

Wild. Pr'ythee doſt know him? ) 
Viz. Know him! why it is Clincher, who was 
apprentice to my uncle Smuggler, the merchant in 
the city. 

Wild. What makes him ſo gay? 

Wiz. Why he's in mourning. | 

Wild. In mourning ! 

Viz. Yes, for his father. The kind old man in 
Hertfordſhire, t'other day broke his neck a fox- 
hunting; 

The ſon, upon the news, has broke his indentures, 
Whip'd from behind the counter into the fide-box, 

And now talks of nothing but wines, 

Intrigues, plays, faſhions, and going to the Jubilee. 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha! how many pounds of pulvil 
muſt the fellow uſe in ſweetning himſelf from the 
imell of hops and tobacco ? 

Faugh—I'my conſcience methought, 
Like Olivia's lover, he ſtunk of Thames-Street. 
But now far Angelica, that's her name: 
Well to the Prince's chocolate- houſe, 
Where you ſhall write my paſſport. Allons. [ Exeute. 
SCENE, Lady Lurewell's Ledgings. 
Lurewell and ber Maid Parly. 

Lure. Parly, my pocket-book—let me ſee - Ma- 
drid, Venice, Paris, London — Ay, London! They 
may talk what they will of the hot countries, but 
I find love moſt fruitful under this climate—in a 
month's ſpace have I gain'd—let me ſee, imprimizs, 
Colonel Standard. 

Par. And how will your ladyſhip manage him? 

Lure. As all ſoldiers ſhould be manag'd; he thall 
ſerve me til! I gain my ends, then I'll diſband —_ 

Par. But he loves you, Madam. 

Lure. Theretaoie I {corn him; 

I hate all that don't love me, and Night all that do: 
Would his whole deluding ſex admit'd me, 
Thus wou'd I fight them all! 


Vn. Find her!—byt then her foot, Sir youve : 
Caiices to a miracle, 


| My virgin and unwary in nocence 
Was wrong'd by fatthleſs man; 


paſſport for your admittance, and you'll find my 
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But now glance eyes, plot brain, diſſemble face, | ſo farewel my country, and adieu my love. [ Erie, 
Lie tongue, and be a ſecond Eve, to tempt, ſeduce, and Lure. Now the devil take thee for being ſo ho- 
Damn the treacherous kind nourable : here, Parly, call him back, I ſhall loſe 
Let me ſurvey my captives 5 half my diverſion elle. Now for a trial of fill. 
The colonel leads the van; next Mr. Vizard, Re-enter Colonel. 


He courts me out of the practice of piety, Sir, I hope you'll pardon my e 

Therefore is a hypocrite; When do you take your journey? 

Then Clincher, he adores me with orangerece, Stand. To- morrow morning early, Madam. 
And is conſequently a ſool; Lure. So ſuddenly! Which Kay are you delign'd 
Then my old merchant, Alderman Smuggler, | to travel? 


He's a compound of both z—out of which medley Stand. That I can't yet reſolve on. 
of lovers, if I don't make good diverfon——what| Lure. Pray, Sir, tell me; pray, Sir; I intreat 
d'ye think, Parly? you ? Why are you fo obitinate ? 

Par. 1 think, Madam, I'm like to be very vir- | Stand, Why are you ſo curious, Madam? 
tuous in your ſervice, if you teach mæ all thoſe tricks | Lure. Becauſe——— 
that you uſe to your lovers. Stand. What? 

* You're a fool, child! obſerve this, that Lure. Becauſe, I, 1 
tho' a woman ſwear, . eat, lie, diſſemble, back - Stand, Becauſe! what, Madam ?—Pray tell me. 
bite, be proud, vain, malicious, any thing, if the | Lure. Becauſe I deſign to follow you. LC xing. 
ſecures the main chance, doe s ſtill virtuous; that's Stand. Follow me ! by all that's great, I ne'er 


a maxim. was proud before. 
Par. I can't be ban tho', Madam, but that Follow me! by Heavens thou ſhalt not. 
you really lov'd Sir Harry Wildair in Paris. What! expoſe thee to the hazards of a KN 


Lare. Of all the lovers I ever had, he was my Rather I'll tay, and here 
greateſt plague, for I cou'd never make him uneaſy : Bear the contempt of tools. 

I left him involv'd in a duel upon my account; 1] Lure. You need not, ſhall not; my eſtate for 
long to know whether the fop be kill'd or not. both is ſufficient. 

Enter Standard. Stand. Thy eſtate! no, I'll turn a knave, and 
0 Lord! no ſooner talking of killing, but the | purchaſe one myſelf; I'll cringe to the proud man 
faldier is conjur'd up. You're upon hard duty, | | undermine, and fawn on him that I would bite 
colonel, to ſerve your king,' your country, and a | to death; {I'll tip my tongue with flattery, and ſmooth 
miſtreſs too. | my face with ſiniles; I ll turn pimp, informer, office- 

Stand. The latter, I muſt confeſs is the hardeſt; broker, nay coward, to be great; and ſacrifice it 
for in war, Madam, we can be reliev'd in our duty; all to thee, my generous fair. 
but jn love, who wou'd take our poſt is our ene- Lure. And I'll diſſemble, lie, ſwear, jilt, ang 
my; emulation in glory is traatporting, but rivals | | thing, but I'll reward thy love, and recompence thy 
here intolerable. 2 paſſion. 

Lure. Thoſe that bear away the prize in the field, | Stand. Sir Harry, ha, ha, ha! poor Sir Harry, ha, 
Mould boaſt the ſame ſucceſs in the bed-chamber ; 5 | na, ha! Rather kits her hand, oem the Pope's toe, 
and, I think, confidering the weakneſs of our ſex, ha, ha, ha! 
we ou d make thoſe our companions who can be Lure. What Sir Harry, Colonel! What Sir Harry? 
our champions. Stand, Sir Harry Wildair, Madam. 

Stand. I once, Madam, hop'd the honour cf de- Lure. What! is he come over ? 
fending you from all irjuries, thro? a title to your | Stand, Ay, and ne told mc— but I don't believe 
lovely perſon, but now my love mutt attend my for- a {vilable on't— 
tune. My commiſſion, Madam, was my patiport Lure. What did he tell you ? 
to the fair; adding a nobleneis to my paiſion, it Stand, Only call'd you his mittreſs ; and, pretend- 
ſtampt a value in my love; 'twas once the lite of | ing to be extravagant in „our e would 
honour, but now its winding-cheet, and with it] vainly inſinuate the praiie of his on judgment and 


muſt my love be buried. good fortune in a Choice 
Par. What! diſhanded, colonel! ? _. Lare. How eafily is the vanity of tops tickled by 
Stand, Yes, Mrs. Parly. our ſex ! 
Par. Fauge, the nauſcous fellow! he ſtinks of | Srand, Why, your ſex is the vanity of fops. 
poverty already. [ Afide. | Lure. On my conſcience, I believe ſo. This 
Lese. His misfortune troubles me, cauſe it may | gentleman, becauſe he danc'd well, I pitch'd on for 
prevent my deſigns. * Ide. 4 partner at a ball in Paris, and ever ſince he has ſo 


Stand. I'll chuſe, Madam, rather to deſtroy my | perſecuted me with letters; ſongs, dances, ſerenad- 


| paſſion by abſcnce abroad, than have it ſtarv d at | ing, flattery, foppery, and noite, that I was forc'd 


home. to fly the kingdom—And, I warrant you, he made 
Lure. I'm ſorry, Sir, you have fo mean an opi- you jealous } ? 

nion of my affection, as to imagine it founded upon] Stand. Faith, Madam, I was a little uneaſy, 

your fortune: and, to convince you of your miſtake, | Lure. You ſhall have a plentiful revenge; I'll 

here I vow, by all that's ſacred, I own the ſame at- [ſend him back all his toolith letters, ſongs and 

fection now as before. Let it ſuffice, my fortune is | verſes, and you yourfelt ſhall carry em; "twill af- 

conſiderable. ford vou opportunir) y of triympiing, and free me 
Stand. No, Madam, no; l' never be a charge | from his farther Impertinence; ; tor, of all men, he's 

to her I love! the man that [cl.3 himſelf for gold, | my averſion. 11] run and fetch them whe 

is the worſt of proſtitutes, * Stand. Dear, Madam, a rare project! Now ſhall 
Lure. Now were he any other creature but a man, I bait him like Actæon with his own dogs 

I cou'd love him. [ -{jide. Well, Mrs. Parly, it is ordered by act of parliaments 
Stand. This only lat requeſt 1 male, that no ti- that you rece ive no more pieces, Mrs. 5 arly. 

tle recommend a fool, no office introduce a knae, 7 «re Tis provided by the ſame act, that you ſend 

nor coat a coward, to my place in your actections; no more meilages by we, god colonel ; you malt 


gazin 

St, 
on t 
of m 


ha, | 


not pretend to ſend any more letters, unleſs you 
can pay the poſtage. 

Staud. Come, come, don't me mercenary ; take 
example by your lady, be honourable, 

Par. Alack-a-day, Sir, it ſhews as ridiculous 
and haughty for us to imitate our betters in their ho- 
nour, as in their finery: leave honour to nobility, 
that can ſupport it; we poor folks, colonel, have 
na pretence to't; and truly, I think, Sir, that your 
honour ſhould be caſhier'd with y our leading-ſtaff, 

Stand. Lis one of the greateſt curſes of poverty, 
to be the jeſt of chambermaids ! 

Enter Lurewell. 

Lure. Here's the packet, colonel; the whole ma- 
gazine of love's artillery. [ Gives in the packet. 

Stand. Which, ſince I have gain'd, I wilt turn up- 
on the enemy. Madam, I'll bring you the news 
of my victory this evening. Poor Sir Hurry ! ha, 
ha, ha! [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE, Clincher junior's Lodgings. 


Enter Clincher, opening a Letter; Servant frllawing. 
| Clincber reads. | 
Dear Brother, 

Will ſee you preſently ; I have ſent this lad to wait 

on you, be can inflrut yn in the faſhins of the 
teen. I am your affectionate brothers, CLINCHER. 
Very well; and what's your name, Sir? 

Dick. My name is Dicky, Sir. 

Clin, Dicky! 

Dick. Ay, Dicky, Sir. 

Clin. Very well, a pretty name! And what can 
you do, Mr. Dicky ? 

Dick. Why, Sir, I can powder a wig, 
up a whore, 

Clin. O Lord! O Lord! a whore! Why, are 
there many whores in this town ? 

Dick. Ha, ha, ha! many whores? There's a 
queſtion indeed! why, Sir, there are above five hun- 
dred ſurgeons in town.—Hark'e, Sir, do you ſce that 
woman there in the velvet fcarft and red knots ? 

Clin. Ay, Sir, what then? 

Dick. Why the ſhall be at your ſervice in three 
minutcs, as I'm a pimp. 

Clin. O Jupiter Ammon! Why ſhe's a gentle- 
woman. 

Dick, A gentle woman] ſo are all the whores in 
town, Sir. / 

Enter Clincher 1_nior. 

Clin. ſen. Brother, you're welcome to London 

Clin, jun. I thought, brother, you ow'd fo much 
to the memory of my father, as to wear mourning 
tor his death. 

Clin. jen. Why ſo I do, pol; I wear this becauſe 
I have the eſtate, and you wear that, becauſe you 
have not the eſtate. You have cauſe to mourn in- 
fred, brother, Well, brother, I'm glad to fee you; 
tare you well, [ Ciings 

Clin. jun. Stay, ſtay, brother; where are you 
going? 

Clin. ſen. How natural 'tis for a country booby 
to aſk impettinent questions. Hark'c, Sir, is not 
my father dead? 

Clin. fun. Ay, ay, to my ſorrow, 

Clin. ſen. No matter tor that, hes dead; and am 
not 1 a young, powder'd, extravagant Engiith-heir ? 

Cin. jun, Very right, Sir. 

Ci ſen. Why then, Sir, „ou may be fure that I 
am going te the Jubilee, Sir. 
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Clin. un. Jubilee ! What's that? 

Clin. ſen. Jubilce ! Why the Jubilee i—falth, I 
don't Know what it is, 

Dick. Why, the Jubilee is the ſame thing with 
vur Lord- Mayor's day in the city; there will be pa- 
geants, and tquibs, and raree-thows, and all that, 
Sir. 

Clin. jun. And muſt you go fo ſoon, brother? 

e Yes, Sir, for I muſt ſtay a month in 
Amſterdam, to ſtudy poetry, 

Clin. jun. Then 1 {uppole, brother, you travel 
through Mufcos y, to learn faſhions; don't you, bro- 
cher? 


me brocher; Sir will do every jot as well. 

Clin. jun. O Jupiter Ammon! why fo? 

Clin. ſen. Becauſe people will imagine that vou 
have a tpite at me But have you ſeen your 
couſin Angelica yet, and her mother the Lady Darl- 
ing ? a 

Clin. jun. No, my dancing-maſter has not been 
with me yet. How ſhall 1 ſalute them, brother? 

Clin. ſens Pihaw, that's eaſy; tis only two 
ſcrapes, a kifs, and your humble (ervant. . I'll tell 
you more when I come from the Jubilee, Come 
along. 


SCENE, Lady Darling's Hauſe. 
Enter Wildair <vith a Letter. 

Wild. Like light and heat, incorporate we lay, 
We bleſs'd the night, and curs'd the coming day. 
Well, if this paper-kite flies jure, I'm ſecure of 
my game—Humph ! the prettieſt bordel I have teen; 
a very ftate:y geenteel one. ¶ Foatmen croſs the lages 
Hey day! equipage too! Now for a bawd by the 
curteſy, and a whore with a coat of arms—'Sdeath! 
I'm atraid I've miſtaken the houſe. 

Enter Lady Darling. 


and pick bay muſt be the bawd, bv her gravity. 


arl. Your buſineſs, pray, Sir? 
Wild. Pleaſure, Madam. 
Darl. Then, Sir, you have no buſineſs here. 
d. This letter, Madam, will inform you far- 
ther; Mr. Vizard lent it, with his humble ſervice 
to your ladyſhip. 

Darl. How docs my couſin, Sir? 

Wild. Ay, her couſin too; that's right procureſs 


again. [ Afides 


Madam, Fur neſt inclination to ſcrogon——C 


| Harry —Madain cou MY ] 
Gentieman Fortune 
Your ladyſpip's moſt bumble Servant, 


V1zans. 
Sir, your fortune and quality are ſafficient to re- 
' commend you any where; but what goes farther 


'with mic, is the recommendation of ſo ſober and 


| pious a young gentleman as my couſin Vizard, 

| Wild. A right ſanctify'd bawd, my word, { Afede. 
Darl. Sir Harry, your converſation with Mr. 

Vizard, argues you a gentleman tree from the loote 


my daughter. [ Exit. 

Wild. Now go thy way for an illuſtrious bawd of 
Babylon She drefles up a fin fo religiouſly, 
that the devil wou'd hardly know it of his making. 

Enter Angelica. | 

O all ye powers of love! an angel! 'Sdeath, 
what money have I got in my pocket! I can't offer 
| her leſs than twenty guineas and, by Jupiter, 
he's worth a hundred. 


Argel. Tis he! the very ſme! And his perſon 
; a5 agreeable as his character of good humour 
| Pray kcay'n his filence proceed from reſpect! 


Clin. ſen. Brother! Pr'ythee, Robin, don't call 


 [Excunts 
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and vicious carriage of the town ; Il therefore call 
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Wild. How innocent ſhe looks! How would chat 
modeſty adorn virtue, when it makes even vice look 
fo charming - By heav'n there's ſuch a command- 
ing innocence in her looks, that I dare not aſk the 
queſtion. ' _ 
Angel. Now all the charms of real love and feign'd 
* . aſſiſt me to engage his heart, for mine 
is loſt already. . 

Wild. Madam—I, I — Zoons, I cannot ſpeak 
to her but ſhe's a whore, and I will- Madam, 
in ſhort, 'l, 1 O hypocriſy, hypocriſy, what 
a a charming fin art thou! 

Angel. He is caught; now, to ſecure my conqueſt — 

thought, Sir, you had buſineſs to communicate. 

Wild. Buſineſs to communicate! How nicely the 
words it! Ves, Madam, I have a little buſineſs to 

communicate. Don't you love fipging-birds, Ma- 
dam ? | 

Angel. That's an odd queſtion for a lover 
Yes, Sir. 8 

Wild. Why then, Madam, here is a neſt of the 
prettieſt goldfinches that ever chirp'd in a cage; 

twenty young ones, I aſſure you, Madam. 

Angel. Twenty young ones! What then, Sir? 

Wild. Why then, Madam, there are twenty 
young ones——"Slife, | think twenty is pretty fair. 

Angel. He's mad, ſure Sir Harry, when 
you have learn'd.more wit and manners, you ſhall 
be welcome here again. 

Wild. Wit and manners ! I'gad, now I conceive 
there is a great deal of wit and manners in twenty 

uineas—l'm ſure 'tis all the wit and manners 1 
3 about me at preſent. What ſhall I do? 

Enter Clincher junior, and Dicky. 

What the devil's here? Another couſin, I war- 
rant ye! Harke, Sir, can you lend me ten or a 
dozen guineas inſtantly? I Il pay youfifteen for them 
in three hours, upon my honour. 

Clin. jun. Theſe London ſparks are plaguy im- 
pudent ! This fellow, by his wig and aſſurance, can 
be no leſs than a courtier. | 

Dick. He's rather a courtier by his borrowing. 

Clin. jun. Faith, Sir, I ha'n't above five guineas 
about me. 

Wild. What buſineſs have you here then, Sir? 
for, to my knowledge, twenty won't be ſufficient. 

Clin. jun. Sufficient! for what, Sir? 

Wild. What, Sir! Why for that, Sir]! what 
the devil ſhould it be, Sir? I know your buſineſs, 
notwithſtanding all your gravity, Sir. 

Clin. jun, My bulineſs! Why my couſin lives here. 

Wild. I know your couſin does live here, and 
Vizard's couſin, and every body's. couſin 
Hark'e, Sir, I ſhall return immediately; and if 
you offer to touch her till I come back, I ſhall cut 
your throat, raſcal. [ Exits. 

Clin. jun. Why the man's mad, ſure! | 

Dick. Mad, Sir, ay; why he's a beau. 

Clin. jun. A beau! What's that? Are all mad- 
men beaux? 

Dick. No, Sir; but moſt beaux are madmen. 
But now for your couſin : Remember your three 
ſcrapes, a kiſs, and your humble ſervant. 

| [Exeunt, as into the houſe. 
SCENE, the Street. 1 
Enter Wildair, Colore! following. 

Stand. Sir Harry, Sir Harry! 

Mild. I'm in haſte, colonel; beſides, if you're 
In no better humour than when I parted with you 


in the park this morning, your company won't be 
very agreeable. ' 


Sta u. You're a happy man, Sir Harry, who are 


o 
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never out of humour: can nothing move your gall, 
Sir Harry ? 
Wild. Nothing but impoſſibilities, which are the 
ſame as nothing. 
Stand. What impoſſibilities ? 
Wild. The reſurrection of my father to difinherit 
me, or an act of parliament againſt wenchings A 
man of eight thouſand pounds per annum to be 
vext! No, no! anger and ſpleen are companions for 
younger brothers. | 
Stand. Suppoſe one call'd you ſon of a whore be- 
hind your back ? 
Wild. Why, then wou'd I call him raſcal behind 


[his back; ſo we're even. 


Stand. But ſuppoſe you had loſt a miſtreſs ? 
Wild. Why, then 1 wou'd get another, 

Stand. But ſuppoſe you were diſcarded by the wo- 
man, you love, that wou'd ſurely trouble you ? 

Wild. You're miſtaken, colonel; my love is nei- 
ther romantically honourable, nor meanly merce- 
nary; tis onty a pitch of gratitude ; while ſhe loves 
me, I love her; when the defiſts, the obligation's 
void. 

Stand. But to be miſtaken in your opinion, Sir! 
if the Lady Lurewell (only ſuppoſe it) had diſcarded 
you—l ſay, only ſuppoſe i and had ſent your 
diſcharge by me. 

Wild. Pihaw ! that's another impoſſibility, 

Stand. Are you ſure of that? 

W.1d. Why, 'twere a ſoleciſm in nature. Why ſhe's 
a rib of me, Sir. She dances with me, fings wita 
me, plays with me, ſwears with me, lies with me 

Stand. How, Sir? 

Mild. 1 mean in an honourable way; that is, ſhe 
lies for me. In ſhort, we are as like one another 
as a couple of guineas. 

Stand. Now that I have rais'd you to the higheſt 
pinnacle of vanity, will I give you ſo mortifying a 
tall, as ſhall daſh your hopes to pieces—l pray your 
honour to peruſe theſe papers. { Gives bim the packets 

Wild. What is't ; the muſter-roll of your regi- 
ment, colonel ? 

Stand. No, no; 'tis a liſt of your forces in your 
laſt love campaign; and, for your comfort, all dif- 
banded. 

Wild. Pr'ythee, good metaphorical colonel, what 
d'ye mean? | 

Stand. Read, Sir, read; theſe are the Sibyls 
leaves that will unfold your deſtiny. 

Wild. So it be not a falſe deed to cheat me of my 
eſtate, what care I— | Openirg the packer. ] Humph! 
my hand! Ts. the Lady Lurewell—To the Lady 
Lure well—To the Lady Lurewell. What the 
devil haſt thou been tampering with, to conjure up 
theſe ſpirits ? 

Stand. A certain familiar of your acquaintance, 
Sir, Read, read. 

Wild. [ Readirg.]--Madam, my paſſion—ſo na- 
tural—your beauty contending—force of charms 
mankind—eternal admirer, Wildair !—1 ne'cr wa 
aſham'd of my name before. ; 

Stand. What, Sir Harry Wildair out of humour! 
ha, ha, ha! Poor Sir Harry; more glory in her 
ſmile than in the Jubilee at Rome, ha, ha, ha! 
But then her foot, Sir Harry; ſhe dances to a mi- 
racle! ha, ha, ha! Fye, Sir Harry, a man of your 
parts write letters not worth keeping! What fay'ft 
thou, my dear knight-errant? ha, ha, ha! you may 
ſeek adventures now, indeed. | 

Wild. [ Sings.) No, no, let her wander, &c. 

Stand. You are jilted to ſome tune, Sir; blow 


— 


up with falſe muſic, that's all. 
Wild, Now, why hould I be angry, that a woman 
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k a woman? Since inconſtancy and falſhood are 
F rounded in their natures, how can they help it? 

tand. Then they muſt be grounded in your na- 
ture; for ſhe's a rib of you, Sir Harry. 

Wild. Here's a copy of verſes too; I muſt turn 
poet, in the devil's name—ſtay—"fdeath, what's 
dere? This is her hand—Oh the charming charac- 
ts! My dear Wildair. [ Reading. ] That's I, egad! 


we. Ms. „ 


„ nature—the deyil he is !J=—and as ſuch have 1 
im with all my heart, faith I bad no bet- 
r way "of letting you know that I lodge in St. 
Tawes's, near the Holy Lamb. Lurewell. Colonel, 
am your moſt humble ſervant. | 

Stand. Ho!d, Sir, you ſha'n't go yet; I ha'n't 
&iver't half my meſſage. 

Mud. Upon my faith but you have, colonel. 


1 Stand. Well, well, own your ſpleen; out with it, 
now you're like to burſt, 

"1 Wild. I am ſo, egad! ha, ha, ha! 

6 [ Laugh, and point at one another. 


Stand. Ay, with all my heart, ha, ha! 

Vell, well, that's forc'd, Sir Harry. 

IV iid. 1 was never better pleas'd in all my life, 
Jupiter. 

Stand. Well, Sir Harry, *tis prudence to hide 
dur concern, when there's no help for't But to 
b: ſerious, now. The lady has ſent you back all 
"ur papers there, I was ſo juſt as not to look up- 
1 'em. 

Wild, I'm glad on't, Sir; for there were ſome 
dings that I would not have you ſee. 

Fand. All this ſhe has done for my ſake, and 1 
türe you would decline any farther pretenſions for 


this buff bluff coloneb=that's he—is the rareſt fool | 
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Par. No, Madam; he met Alderman Smuggler 
at Charing-Croſs, who has promis'd to wait on yes 
himſelf immediately. 

Lure. Tis odd that this old rogue ſhou'd pretend 
to love me, and at the ſame time cheat me of my 
money. 

Par. Tis well, Madam, if he don't cheat you 
of your eſtate ; for you ſay the writings are in his 
hands. 

Lure. But what ſatisfaQtion can I get of him? 
Oh! here he comes. 


Enter Smuggler. 


Mr. Alderman, your ſesvant; have you brought 
me any money, Sir? 

Smug. Faith, Madam, trading is very dead; what 
with paying the taxes, raiſing the cuſtoms, loſſes at 
ſea abroad, and maintaining our wives at home, 
the bank is reduc'd very low. - 

Lure. Come, come, Sir, theſe evaſions won't 
ſerve your turn; I muſt have money, Sir——l 
| hope you don't deſign to cheat me. 

Smug. Cheat you, Madam! have a care what 
you fay: I'm an alderman, Madam! Cheat you, 
Madam ! I have been an honeſt citizen theſe five- 
and-thirty years! 

Lure. An honeſt citizen! bear witneſs, Parly! 
I ſhall trap him in more lies preſently. Come, 
Sir, though I am a woman, I can take a courſe, 

Smug. What courſe, Madam ? You'll go to law, 
will ye? I can maintain a ſuit of law, be it right 
or wrong, theſe forty years, I am ſure of that, 
| thanks to the honeſt practice of the courts. f 
Lure. Sir, 1'll blaſt your reputation, and fo ruin 


wr own fake, ho 0Qd- r'd Si your credit. : 

I'm CR nts 8 rd Smug. Blaſt my reputation! he, he, he! Why, 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha, poor colonel! O, the delight I'm a religious man, Madam; 1 have been very in- 
f an ingenious miſtreſs! what a life and briſkneſs | trumental in the reformation of manners. Ruin 
adds to an amour. A legerdemain miſtreſs, | my credit! ah, poor woman. There is but one 
do, praflo ! paſs! and ſhe's vaniſh'd; then bey! way, Madam—you have a ſweet leering eye. 


2 an inſtant in your arms again. 
Enter Vizard, 
Fiz, Well met, Sir Harry; what news from the 
land of love? 
Wild. Faith, we made bat a broken voyage by 
ur chart; but now I am bound for another port: 
told you the colonel was my rival. | 
1s Fiz. The colonel! curs'd misfortune! another! 
| [Ade 
ny iid. But the civileſt in the world; he brought 
b word where my miſtreſs lodges: The ſtory's too 
dy ds tell you now, for I muſt xy. 


»- 


he . What! have you given over all thoughts of 


up N2eiica ? 


Wild. No, no; I'll think of her ſome other 


ic, Nr. But now for the Lady Lurewell: Wit and 
eauty calls, 

That miſtreſs ne'er can pall her lover's joys, 
Whoſe wit can whet, whene'er her beauty cloys, 
Her little amorous frauds all truths excel, 

And make us happy, being deceiv'd ſo well. [ Exit. 
Vr. ſolut.——The colonel my rival too ! how 
dal] manage? There is but one wav—him and 


'1cr's throat, and the ſurvivor's hang'd : 80 there 
de two rivals pretty decently diſpos'd of. Since 
gur may oblige them to play the fool, why ſhonld 
d neceſſity engage me to play the knave. [ Exit. 
SCENE, Lurewell's Ledging:. 
Lurewell and Parly. 
Lure, Has my ſervant brought me the mone; 
„ my merchant ? 


[ Going, | 


* knight will I ſet a tilting, where one cuts 


Lure. You inſtrumental in the reformation! 
ow ? 

Smug. I whipt all the whores, cut and long-tai!, 
| out of the pariſh—Ah! that lecring eye Then 
þ voted for pulling down the playhouſe—Ah ' that 
| ogle, that ogle Then my own pious exataple— 
| Ah! that lip, that lip! 

Lure, Pere's a religious rogue for you no W. 


the old monſter, 

Smug. Madam, I have brought you about a hun- 
dred and fifty guineas, (a great deal of money as 
times go) and 
| Lure, Come, give 'em me. 
| Smup. Ah! that hand, that hand, that pretty 
' ſoft, . have brought it, you ſee; but the 
condition of the obligation is fuch, that whereas 
that leering eye, that pouting lip, that pretty ſoft 
| hand, that—you underſtand me; you underſtand, 
[I'm ſure you do, you little rogue 

Lure. Here's a villain now, ſo covetous, hz 
| would bribe me with my own money. I'll be re- 
veng'd Upon my word, Mr. Alderman, you 
make me bluſh; what d'ye mean, pray? 

Smug. See here, Madam. 
| [Pats a piece of money in his mouth. 
' Buſs and guinca, buſs and guinea, buſs and guiner 

Lure. Weil, Mr. Alderman, you have ſuch 
pretty winning ways, that Iwill, ha, ha, hay ha! 

' Smage. Will you indeed? he, he, he! my little 
cocket; and when? and where? and how? 

Lare. Till be a figult point, Sir, to ſecurs 


1 
1 
j 


As I hope to be ſav'd I have a good mind to beat 


} 
| 
: 
' 


1 
' 
' 
| 


_ — — 


IO 


boch our honours; you mutt therefore be diſguis'd, 
Mr. Alderman. 

Smug. Pihaw! no matter, I am an old fornica- 
tor. I'm- rot half 1» religious as J ſeem to be.— 
You little rogue ; why, I'm diſgeis'd as 1 am; our 
ſanQity is 3!] oaifie, all hypacriſy. 

Lure. No min is ſeen to come into this houſe 
after 1 ,at-fill; you mult therefore ſneak in when 
tis dark, in wom in's cloxthse 

Smart. Wengen my hea i have a ſuit on pur- 
pole, my little cocket. I. love ts be difguis'd, i'cod. 
I make a very handiome wotuany cod ! do. 

Enter eoavait, whiſpers Lure well 

Lure. Oh! Mr. Alderman, ſhall I beg you to 

walk into the next room? here are ſome firangers 


: rang 
coming up. | 

Smag. Buſs and guinea firſt; ah, my little 
cocket ! [ Exit. 


Erter Wildaice 


Mild. M, life, my ſou!, my all that heaven can 


* 


Ly a 
7% 


Lure, Death's life with thee, without thee death 


to live, 

VWelcom.e, my dear Sir Harry; I ſee you got my 
3 
dire | 

1 Dirzetions! in the moſt charming man- 
ner, thou dear Machiavel of intrigue. 

7 > 1 2:4 34 airy, I find, Sir Harry. 

H The fin! zou, Madam, exalts my air, 
and makes ivy lehten jn my face. 

I. Ve. | have 4 thovfand queſtions to alk you, Sir 
Harry. Huw d've lik: France? 

2 Av. A eau pais du monde. 

Leere. ihen whit made you leave it ſo ſoon ? 

Hi * LG C745 VER gre je Vous ſui partout. 

Eure; O Mo iT, je Vous fats fort ige - But 


here the Hurt 
. At Marli, Madam. 
| and where my Count La Valier ? 
'- +, His body's in the church of Notre Dame 
't know where his foul is. | 

[tis Wat diſeaſe did he die of ? 

. Ad uel, NM dam; J was Nis doctor. 


730 ? 
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of buſineſs, we may reaſonably ſuſpect his fidelit 


in an amour. Wild. 
| Wild. My honour in dealings of buſineſs ! why . 
Madam, I never had any buſineſs in all my life, Nn mie 
Lure. Yes, Sir Harry, I have heard a very ot „ 
ſtory, and am ſorry that a gentleman of your figu. hs : 
ſhou'd undergo the ſcandal, in the le 
Wiſd. Out with it, Madam. "_— 
Lure. Why, che merchant, Sir, that tranſmitte 3 
your bills of egenange to you in France, complain 1 i 
of ſome indirect and diſhonouable dealings. WO al 
Wild. Who, old Smuggler! S mug 


5 9 
fe Out {1 


Lure. Ay, ay, you know him, I find. 


Wi'd. 1 have ſome reaſon, I think; why, th" Pat 
rogue has cheated me of above five hundred pour WF ” 7 
within theſe three vears, Lud. 
Lare. Tis your bulineſs, then, to acquit your 3 ; 
ſelf publickly; for he ſpreads the fcandal ever]. "8 


you ma 
where. \oL 


Wild. Acquit myſelf publickly !-——Here, firta 
my coach! I'll drive instantly into the city, 4 


Cane the old villain round the Royal- Exchange. . 
Lure. Why, he is in the houſe now, Sir. dir; ne 
Wild. What, in this houſe? tions, | 
Lure. Ay, in the next room. volighy 
Mild. Then, ſirrah, lend me your cudgel. L 
Lure, Sir Harry, you won't raiſe a diſturbance | 

my houſe? 

Mi. Diſturbance, Madam! no, no; I'll ber : Lure 
him with the tcmper of a philoſopher. Here of | 
| Mrs, Parti), new me the gentleman. my 
| [Exit with Pail, EY 
| Lure. Now ſhall I get the old monſter w: J ob 
AUT « 


beaten, and Sir Harry peſter'd next term wil 
bloodſheds, batteries, coſts and damages, ſolicitoll /' 
and attornies ; and if they don't teize him ont | 
his good humour, I'll never plot again. [Ext 2 
SCENE changes to another Room in the ſame Ha I 
ö Enter Smuggler. 4 
Smug. Oh, this damn'd tide-waiter! A ſhip an © 
cargo worth five thouſand pounds! why, tis rich 
worth five hundred perjurios. 4 1 
Exter Wildair. "4 : 

Wild. Dear Mr. Alderman, I'm your mot {4 e 


tur. How dye mean? voted and humble ſervant. and 1 
d. As moſt doctors do; I kill'd him. Smug. My beſt friend, Sir Harry, you're w! ruff.) 
Lure. En cavalier, my dear knight errant; well, come to England, oy 
and how, and how; what intrigues, what gallan- | Vid. I'll aſſure you, Sir, there's not 2 man at 
tries are carrying on in the beau monde ? the king's dominions I am gladder to meet, des f 
Nad. I ſhould atk you that queſtion, Madam, | dear Mr. Alderman. [ Bowing wery I's _— 
ſince your ladyſhip makes the beau monde where- | Smug. O Lord, Sir, you traveliers have the me bas : 
SEL JOU COME obliging ways with you. 4 2 
Lure. Ah! Sir Harry, I've been almoſt ruin'd, Mild. There is a bufineſs, Mr. Alderman, fan „“ 
peſter'd to death here, by the incetlant attacks of a out, which you may oblige me inanitely by Mac, 
mighty colonel ; he has beſieg'd me. | 1 am very torry that I am forc'd to be troubleſome _ 
Wilt. J hope your ladyihip did not ſurrender, | but neceſſity, Mr. Alderman. 178 
though. Smug. Ay, Sir, as you ſay, necefſity—But or our'P 
Lure, No, no, but was forced to capitulate; but my word, Sir, I am very ſhort of money at preſa Le 
fince you are come to raiſe the fiege, we'll dance, | but At 
and fing, and laugh, | | Wild. That's not the matter, Sir; I Qbore : 5 
Mild. And leve and kiſ.—IAentreæ mei vetre obligation that way; but the bufineſs is, Im, AY 
chambre. | duc'd to an indiſpenſible neceſſity of being obi 
Lure. Attende, attende un peu I remember, Sir to you for a beating Here, take chis got Le 
Harry, you promis'd me in Paris, never to atk that Smug. A beating, Sir Harry! ha, ha, ba! I 
impertinent queition again. a knight baronet! an alderman turn ud: A 
Wild. Pihaw, Pladam, that was above two player ! ha, ha, ha! "Þ 
months ago; beſides, Madam, treatics made in| id. Upon my word, Sir, you muſt beat mc, on 
France are never kept. | I cudgel you; take vour choice. 4 
Lure. Wou'd you marry me, Sir Harry ? Smug, Plhaw, pthaw, you jeſt. 1 
Wild. Oh! le marriage eft un grand ma“. — Wild. Nay, tis ſure as fate: ſo, Alderma" . 
But Iwill marry vou. ä hope you'l! pardon my curioſity. [ Strike! P 
Ire. Vour word, Sir, is not to be rely'd on; Smug. Curioſity! Deuces take your Curtolity, +* : 
i a gentleman will forieit big hondur in dealings | what dye mean: L 


wy 
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Mild. Nothing at all; I'm but in jeſt, Sir. | & CC T-—ut 


WT ug. O, I can take any thing in jeſt! but a : * 
Say nan might imagine, by the ſmartneſs of the ſtroke, SCENE, the Street. 


ftdellt 


very ot vou were in downright earned. Enter Standard ard Vizard. 
r figur Vid. Not in the leaſt, Sir; {Striles Iim. ] not Stand. Bring him word where ſhe lodg'd! I the 
in the leaſt indeed, Sir. ei vileſt rival! in the world! Tis impoſũble. 
who's Pray, good Sir, no more of your jeſts, for Fiz. I ſhall urge it no farther, Sir. I only 
ſmitteM"*) ry the blunteſt jeſts that ever 1 knew. thonght, Sir, that my character in the warld might 
mplain I, iid, | Strikes. ] 1 heartily beg your pardon, add authority to my words, without ſo many repe- 
th all my heart, Sir. | titions, 


Smug. Pardon, Sir! well, Sir, that is ſatistacti ion Stand, Pardon me, dear Vizard.— Our belief 
mough from a gentleman: But terioufly now, it "Ret es hard before it can be brought to yield to 


ay, 6 paſs any- mage af your jeſts upon me, I mall the diſadvantage of what we love, But waat faid 
pour e. angry. | Sir Harry? 

ud. I humbly beg your permiſſion to break! is, He pitied the poor credulous colonel ; 

t yonilene or two more. [ Strikes him, laugh'd heartily, Flew away with all the raptures 
1. ever N O Lord, Sir, Fou'l break ray d bones: Are of a bridegroom, repeating theſe lines; 

Jou mad, Sir? e felony, manſlaughter! A miſtreſs ne'er can pail her lover's joys, 
Great i LWild. rocks Þim desyn. Whoſe wit can whet, wheneer her beauty clove, 
ty, a Wild. Sir, 1 beg you ten thouſand pardons; but} Sand. A miſtreſs ne'er can pall! 5 all my 


] im ablolutely compell'd tot, upon my honour wrongs he whores her! And I'm made their pro- 
fir: nothing can be more averſe to my inclina-; perty. Vengeance! Vizard, you muſt carry a note 
tions, than do jeſt with my honeſt, dear, loving, for me to Sir Harry. 


ge. 


doliging friend, the Alderman. Vis. What! a chalieng ze! I hope you don't de- 
[Striking him all this <vbile; Smuggier tamlles fign to fight ? 
ance over and over, and fhakes cut bit þ chet-book Stand. What! wear the hrery of my king, and 
en the floor; kurewell caters, and takes it 1p. pocket an affront! 'twere an abuſe to bis ſacred 

Il be; Lure. The old rogue's pocket-book! this may majeſty: A foldier's ſword, Vizard, ſhould fart of 
Herde of uſe. [ Afide.] O Lord, Sir Harry's murder-{ itſelf to redreſs it's maſter's wrongs 

ing the poor old man. Pigs. However, Sir, I think it not proper for me 
Patch F mug. O dear Madam, I was beaten in jeſt, till; to carry any ſuch meilage between friends 
r wlll 1 222 murder'd in good earnef, Stand. J have ne'er a ſervant here; what ſhall 
x" wil Lure. Well, well, I'll bring you off. Seigvcur— I do? | 
licita , fropper / Vin. There's Tom Errand, the parter, that plies 
ant i Sug. O! for charity's ſake, Madam, reſcue af at the Blue Poſts, one who known Sir Harry and 
[Zr £907 Citizen. his OT very wellz you may ſend a note by him. 
He, Lure. O you barbarous man! hold! hold! Fraßp- and. Here, you, friend. 

ter * rudement |! 8 I wonder you are not“ 2 iz. I have now ſorne buſineſs, and mult take 
ip an aſham'd. Halili- "g Witte] A poor, reverend, honeit| my leave; I would advite you, nevertheleſs, againſt 


rich! CC mn; len! Smug. up. | It makes me v veep £0) this at}air, 
ſer him in this condition, poor man — Now the! Stand. No whiſpering ek nor telling of friends 
devil take you, Sir Harry for not beating him to prevent us. He that viſe Pplänts a man of an 

off i harder. Weil, my dear, you thall come at night,| honourable revenge, may love him foolichiy like a 
and I'll make you amends. [ile Sir Harry tale wite, but never value him as a friend. 


e will u.] | Viz Nay, the devil take him that parts vou, 
Smug. Madam, Iwill have amends before I leave; ſay I, | n [ Exit. 
nan the place. Sr, how durſt you ute me thus ? | Err Perter, running. 
den Wild. Sir ? Err. Did your honour call porter? 8 
y (+ 8 mug. Sir, 1 ſay that I will have ſatisfaction. Sand. Is your name Tom Errand ? 
28 Wild. With all my heart. [ Threxes. fn int. 2 People call me fo, an't like your worſhip 
bi eyes.] Stand. D'ye know Sir Harry Wildair ? 
fail Smug. O! murder, blindneſs, fire! O Madam, 2 Ay, very well, Sir; he's one of my beſt 
. get me ſome water! water, fire, fire, water! maſters; many a round half. crown have I had of 
ſome [Exit wich Lurewell.| his worthipz he's newly come home from France, 
Wild. How plezſant is reſenting an injury with- Sir. 
t ore out pailion! lis the beauty of revenge. | Stand. Go to the next coffee-houſe, and wait for 
-eles Let ſtateſmen plot, and under buſineſs groan, ne. [ Exit Errand. 
And fe:tling public quiet, loſe their ownz * { O woman, woman, how bleſt is man, when fa- 
ore: Let ſoldiers drudge and fight for pay, or fame, vour'd by vour ſmiles, and how 2ccurs'd when all 
* For when they're ſhot, 1 think 'tis much the thoſe (miles are found but wanton baits to ſoothe 
\bli; ſame; us to deſtruction! [ Exit, 
X. Let ſcholars vex their brains with mood and Fnter Wildair, ard Clincher ſenior llatvirg. 
1 be tenſe, | Clin ſen. Sir, Sir, Sir, having ſome b:finets of 
ud: And mad with ſtrength cf reaſon, fools com- >. importance to communicat e to you, I wou'd beg 
. Es | your attention to a trift! ns affair that I wou'd im- 
ne, I:of ing their wits in ſearching after ſenſe. | part to your underſtandings 
T heir ſummum be num the muſt tot il to ga: n, | Wild, What is vour trifling buſineſs of 1 impor- 
And ſeeking err » I; end their life in pain; | tance, pray, ſweet Sir? 
2 l make this i moit of life, no hour miſpond, | Clin. jen, Pray, Sir, are the roads deep between 
Pleaſure's the mean, and picaſure is my end, this and Paris? 
180 No ſpleen, no trouble mall my time deſtzoꝝ. . Why that queſtion, Fir? 


Lite's but a ſpan, I'll ev'ry inch envy. { Exit.) Clin. ſer, Becauſe I deſian to go to the Jubilee; 
6 B 2 


12 
Sir; T underſtand that you are a traveller, Sir; 
there is an air of travel in the tie of your cravat, 
S17-—there is indeed, Sir—I ſuppoſe, Sir, you bought 
this lace in Flanders. ; 

Wild. No, Sir, this lace was made in Norway. 

Clin, ſen. Norway, Sir! 

Mild. Yes, Sir, of the ſhavings of deal-boards. 

Clin. ſen. That's very ſtrange now, faith—lace 
made ot the ſhavings of deal-boards! Egad, Sir, 
you travellers ſee very ſtrange things abroad, very 
incredible things abroad, indeed. Well, I'll have a 
ctavat of the very ſame lace before I corae home. | 

Wild. But, Sir, what preparations have you made 
for your journey ? 

Clin. jen. A caſe of pocket-piſtols for the bra- 
vors—and a ſwimming-girdle, 

Wild. Why theſe, Sir? 

Clin, ſen. O Lord ! Sir, I Il tell you-=Suppoſe us in 
Rome now; away goes I to ſome ball—for I'll be a 
mighty beau. Then, as I ſaid, I go to ſome ball, or 
ſome bear-baiting, tis all one you know—then comes 
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you mult pardon me now, I'm going to ſee my 
miſtreſs. T | Exit. 

Wild. This fellow's an accompliſh'd afs before he 
zoes abroad. Well? this Angelica has got into 
my heart, and I can't get her out of my head. {| 
muſt pay her t'other vifit. [ Exit, 

SCENE, Lady Darling's Houſe. 

Enter Darling, Angelica, Clincher jun. and Dicky, 

Darl. This is my daughter, couſin, 

Dick. Now, Sir, rememher your three ſcrapes. 

Clin, jun, ſaluting wn: Ba One, two, 
three, your humble ſervant. as not that right, 
Dicky? 

Dick. Ay, faith, Sir; but why don't you ſpeak 
to her? x 

Clin. jun. I beg your pardon, Dicky, I know my 
diſtance, Would you have me ſpeak to a lady at 
the firſt ſight ? 

Dick, Ay, Sir, by all means; the firſt aim is the 
ſureſt, . 

Clin. jun. Now for a good jeſt, to make her 


a fine Italian hr roba, and plucks me by the ſleeve, | laugh heartily. By Jupiter Ammon I' go give 


Signier Angle, Signior Angle—ſhe's a very fine lady, 
obſerve thatSignior Angle, fays ſhe; Signora, ſays I, 
and trips after her to the corner of a ſtreet, ſuppoſe 
it Ruſlel-ſtreet here, or any other ſtreet ; then you 
know, I muſt invite her to the tavern, I can do no 
leſs.—There up comes her bravo; the Italian grows 
ſaucy, and I give him an Engliſh douſe of the face. 
I can box, Sir, box tightly; I was a *prentice, Sir— 


her a kits. [ces towards ber, 
Enter Wildair, interpeſing. 

Wild. Tis all to no purpoſe, i told you fo be- 
fore; your pitiful five guineas will never do 
you may go, I' out-bid you. 

Clin. jun. What the devil! the madman's here 
again. 


but then, Sir, he whips out his ſtilletto, and 1 
whips out my bull-dogs—ſlaps him through, trips 
down ſtairs, turns the corner of Ruſſel- Street again, 
and whips me into the ambaſlador's train, and 
there I'm ſafe as a beau behind the ſce 

Nd. Is your piſtol charg'd, Sir? 

Clin. ſen, Only a brace of bullets, that's all, Sir. 
: Wild. Tis a very fine piſtol, truly; pray let me 
ce it. 

Clin. ſen, With all my heart, Sir. 

Wild. Hark'e, Mr, Jubilee, can you digeſt a 
brace of bullets ? 

Clin. ſen. O by no means in the world, Sir! 

Wild. Tl try the ſtrength of your ſtomach, how- 
ever. Sir, you're a dead man. | 

[Preſenting the piſtel to bis breaſt. 

Clin. ſen. Conſider, dear Sir! J am going to the 
Jubilee; when I come home again, I am a dead 
man at your ſervice. 

id. O very well, Sir! but take heed you are 
nut ſo choleric for the future. 

Clin. ſer, Choleric, Sir! Qous! I deſign to ſhoot 
ſeven Italians a week, Sir. 

id. Sir, you won't have provocation, 

Clin. ſex. Provocation, Sir! Zauns, Sir, I'II kill 
any man for treading upon my corns, and there will 
be a deviliſh throng of people there; they ſay that 
all the princes in Italy will be there. 

Wild. And all. the fops and fidlers in Europe 
But the uſe of your ſwimming-girdle, pray, Sit? 

Clin. ſen, O Lord, Sir! That's eaſy. Suppoſe 
the ſhip caſt away; now, whilt other fooliſh peo- 
pie are buſy at their prayers, I whip on my ſwim- 
ming-girdle, clap a month's proviſion into my 
pocket, and ſails me away like an egg in a duck's 
belly.—And hark'e, Sir, I have a new project in 
my head. Where d'ye think my ſwimming-girdle 
1 me upon this occaſion ? Tis a new pro- 
jcet. 

Vid. Where, Sir ? f 

Clix. ſen. To Civita Vecchia, faith and troth, 
and fo ſave the charges of my paſſage, . Well, Sir, 


Darl. Bleſs me, couſin! what d'ye mean? Af. 
front a gent.eman of his quality in my houſe! 
| Clin. jun, Quality Why, Madam, I don't 
know what you mean by your madmen, and your 
beaux, and your quality they're all alike, 1 be- 
| lieve. 
| Darl. Pray, Sir, walk with me into the next 
room. [ Exit Darl. leading Clin.—Dicky follows, 
| Angel. Sir, if your converſation be ne more a- 
' greeable than *twas the laſt time, I wou'd adviſe 
you to make your viſit as ſhort as you can, 
| Wild, The offences of my laſt viſit, Madam, bore 
| their punithment in the commiſſion; and have made 
me as uneaſy till I receive pardon, as your ladyſhip 
can be till I ſve for it. 
| Angel. Sir Harry, I did not well underſtand the 
| offence, and muſt therefore proportion it to the 
greatneſs of your apology; if you wou'd therefore 
have me think it light, take no great pains in an 
excuſe, 

Wild. How ſweet muſt the lips be that guard that 
tongue! Then, Madam, no more of paſt offencet, 
let us prepare for joys to come; let this ſeal my 
pardon ; [Xi her band.] and this [ Again. ] initi- 
ate me to farther happineſs. 

Angel. Hold, Sir——one queſtion, Sir Harry, 
and pray anſwer plainly-—=D'ye love me? 

Wild. Love you! Does tie aſcend? Do hypo- 
crites diſſemble? Uſurers love gold, or great men 
flattery? Doubt theſe, then queſtion that I love. 

Angel. This ſhews your gallantry, Sir, but nat 
your love. 

Wild. View your own charms, Madam, then 
judge my paſſion; your beauty raviſhes my eye, 
your voice my ear, and your touch has thrill'd my 
melting ſoul, 

Angel. If your words be real, 'tis in your power 
to raite an equal flame in me. 

Wild. Nay, then I eise — 

Angel. Hold, Sit: tis alſo poſſible to make me 
deteſt and ſcorn you worſe than the moſt profligate 
of your deceiving ſex. 


Wiid. Ha! A very odd turn, this! I hope; Mas 
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m, you only affect anger, becauſe you know your 
rowns are becoming. é 

Angel. Sir Harry, you being the beſt judge of 
your own deſigns, can beſt underſtand whether my 
anger ſhou'd be real or diſſembled; think what ſtrict 
modeſty ſhou'd bear, then judge of my reſentments. 

Wild. Strict modeſty fhou'd bear! Why, faith, 
Madam, I believe the ſtricteſt modeſty may bear 


fifty guineas, and 1 don't believe twill bear one 


farthing more, 

Angel. What d'ye mean, Sir? 

Wil. Nay, Madam, what do you mean ? If you 
go to that. I think, now, fifty guineas is a fine offer 
for your ſtrict modeſty, as you call it. 

„ "Tis more charitable, Sir Harry, to charge 
the impertinence of a man of your figure on his 
defect in underſtanding, than on his want of man- 
ners. I'm afraid you're mad, Sir. 

Wild. Why, Madam, you're enough to make any 
man mad. Sdeath, are you not a 

Angel. What, Sir? 

Wild. Why, a lady of. ſtrict modeſty, if you 
will have it ſo. | 

Argel. 1 ſhall never hereafter truſt common re- 
port, which repreſented you, Sir, a man of honour, 
wit, and breeding; for 1 find you very deficient in 
them all three. [ Exit. 

Wild. Now I find that the ſtrict pretences which 
the ladies of pleaſure make to ſtrict modeſty, is the 
reaſon why thoſe of quality are aſham'd to wear it. 

Enter Vizard, 

Viz. Ah! Sir Harry, have I caught you? Well, 
and what ſucceſs ? | 

Wild. Succeſs ! "tis a ſhame for you young fel- 
lows in town here, to let the wenches grow fo 
ſaucy : I offer'd her fifty guineas, and the was in 
her airs preſently, and flew away in a huft, I cou'd 
have had a brace of counteſſes in Paris for half the 
money, and je vous remercie into the bargain, 

Fix. Gone in her airs, ſay you! and did not you 
follow her ? 

Wild. Whither ſhou'd I follow her? 

Viz. Into her bed-chamber, man; ſhe went on 
purpote, You a man of gallantry, and not under- 
ſtand that a lady's beſt pleas'd when ſhe puts on her 
airs, as you call it? 

id. She talk'd to me of ſtrict modeſty, and 
ſtuff. 

. Certainly! Moſt, women magnify their 
modeſty, for the ſame reaſon that cowards boaſt 
their courage, becauſe they have leaſt on't. ' Come, 
come, Sir Harry, when you make your next aſſault, 
encourage your ſpirits with briſk Burgundy ; if you 
ſucceed, tis well; if not, you have a fair excuſe 
tor your rudeneſs, I'll go in, and make your peace 
for what's paſt, Oh! 1 had almoſt forgot 
Colonel Standard wants to ſpeak with you about 
lome buſineſs, _ . 

Wild. I'll wait upon him preſently ; d'ye know 
where he may be found ? 

Viz. In the Piazza of Covent-Garden, about an 
hour hence, I promis'd to ſee him—and there you 
may meet him, to have your throat cut. [ Aſide. ] 
Igo in and intercede for you. | 

11 . But. no foul play with the lady, Vizard, 

Exit. 
in. No fair play, I can aſſure you, Exit. 
SEN E, The Sereet before Lurewell's Ledg- 

; Ciincher ſen, and Lurewell cequeting in 

te Balcony. 


Enter Standard. 
„Stand. How weak is reaſon in diſputes of love 
last $aring icalon, which ſo oft pretends to queſtion 
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works of high omnipotence, yet poorly truckles to 
our weakeſt paſſions, and yields implicit faith ta 
fooliſh love, paying blind zeal to faithleſs women's 
eyes. P've heard her falſhood with ſuch preſſin 
proofs, that I no longer ſhould diſtruſt it. Yet $i 
my love wou'd baſile demonſtration, and make im- 
poſũbilities ſeem probable, | Looks up.] Ha! that 
fool too! what, ſtoop ſo low as that animal 
tis true, women once fall'n, like cowards in de- 
ſpair, will ſtick at nothing; there's no medium in 
their actions. They muſt be bright as angels, or 
black as fiends. But now for my revenge, I'll kick 
her cully before her face, call her whore, curſe the 
whole ſex, and leave her. [ Goes in, 
Lurewell comes down with Clincher. The Scene. 
changes to a Dining Room. 


Lure. O Lord, Sir, it is my huſband! what will 
become of you ? 


murdered : What ſhall I do! where ſhall I run! 
I'll creep into an oven; I'll climb up the chimney z 
I'll fly; I'll ſwim I wiſh to the Lord I 
were at the Jubilee now! 
Lure. Can't you think of any thing, Sir? 
Clinch. ſen. Think ! not I; I never cou'd think 
to any purpoſe in my life. 
| Enter Tom Etrand, 
Lure. What do you want, Sir? } 
Err. Madam, I am looking for Sir Harry Wild- 
air; I ſaw him come in here this morning; and 
did imagine he might be here ill, if he is not 
gone. 
Lure. A lucky hit! here, friend, change-cloaths 
with this gentleman; quickly, ſtrip. 
Clinch. ſen. Ay, ay, quickly ſtrip; I'll give you 
| half a crown to boot. Come here; ſo, 
5 . They change cloathse 
Lure. Now flip you [To Clinch. ] down ſtairs, 


get you in there [To the porter.] till 1 call yous 
[Puts Errand in the next room. |] 
Enter Standard, 
Oh, Sir! are you come? I wonder, Sir, how 
you have the contidence to approach me, atter ſo 
baſe a trick ? 


Stand. O, Madam, all your artifices won't availe 


thought, Sir, that I gave you caution enough 
againſt troubling me with Sir Harry Wildair's com- 
pany when I ſent his letters back by you; yet youg 
forſooth, muſt tell him where I lodg'd, and expoſe 
me again to his impe:tinent courtſhip ! 

Stand. I expoſe you to his courtſhip ! 

Lure. I'll lay my life you'll deny it now, Come, 
come, Sir; a pititul lie is as ſcandalous to a red 
coat as an oath to a black, | 

Stand. You're all lies: firſt, your heart is falſe; 
your eyes are double; one look belies another; and 
then your tongue does contradict them all 
Madam, I ſee a little devil juſt now hammering aut 
a lie in your pericran'um-. 

Lure. As 1 hope for mercy he's in the right 
on't! [ Aide. 

Stand, I expos'd you to the court of your fool 
Clincher, too; I hope your female wites will im- 
poſe that upon me—alſo—_— 

Lure. Clincher! Nay, now you're ſtark mad. I 
know no ſuch perſon. 

Stand. O woman in perfection! not know him? 
Slife, Madam, can my eyes, my piercing jealous 
eyes, be ſo deluded ? Nay, Madam, my noſe could 
not miſtake him; for I ſmelt the fop by his pub 
; vilis from the baicony down to the tzects 


Clinch. ſen. Ah! your huſband ! oh, 1 ſhall be 


and wait at the door till my huſband be gone; and 


Lure. Nay, Sir, your artifices won't avail. 1 


© ——— —l7— * 


14 

Lure. The balcony ! ha, ha, ha! the balcony ; 
Fll be hang'd but he has miſtaken Sir Harry 
Wildair's footman with a new French livery, for a 
beau. 

Stand. Sdeath, Madam, what is there in me 
that looks like a cully ! did not I fee him? 

Lare. No, no, you cou'd not tee him; you're 
dreaming, Colonel. Will you believe your eyes, 
now that I have rubb'd them open ? Here, 
you friend. 

Enter Errand in Clincher's Cloaths. 

Stard. This is illuſion all; my eyes conſpire 
" againſt themſelves. Tis legerdemain. 

Lure. Legerdemain ! is that all your acknow- 
ledgement for your rude behaviour ?=Oh, what a 
euric is it to love as I do! Be gone, Sir, [To the 
porter. | to your impertinent maſter, and tell him ! 
Mall never be at leiſure to receive any of his trou- 
bleſome viſits. -Send to me to know when 1 
ſhou'd be at home !—-{ Exit Errgid. |—-1 am ſure 
he has made me an unfortunate woman. [WWeeps. 

Stand. Nay, then there is no certainty in nature; 
and truth is only falſhood well difgnis'd. 

Lare. Sir, had not I own'd my fond foolith paſ- 
fron, I ſhould not have been ſubject ro ſuch unjuſt 
fuſpictons ; but it is an ungrateful return. [ Weeping. 

Sterd, 1 hope, Madam, vou'll pardon me ; fiace 


jealouſy, that magnify'd my ſuſpicion, is as much | 


the effect of love, as my caſineſs in being ſatisfy'd. 

Lure, No, no, Sir; cheriſh your ſuſpicions, and 
feed upon your jealouſy : *tis fit meat for your 
fqueamith ſtomach. 

With me all women ſhou'd this rule purſue : 

Who think us falic, ſhou'd never find vs true. 

Exit, in a rage. 

Enter Clineher ſenior, in the Peters cloaths. 

Clinch, ſen. Well, intriguing is the prettieſt, 

pleaſanteſt thing, for a man of my parts -o 

ſhall we laugh at the huſband, when he is gone! 

How hillily he looks! he's in labour of horns al- 

ready. To make a colonel a cuckold ! *twill 
be rare news for the alderman. 

Stand, All this, Sir Harry, has occaſion'd ; but 
he's brave, and will afford me a juſt revenge : 
O!] this is the porter I ſent the challenge b). 
Well, Sir, have you found him ? | 

Clinch. ſen. What the devil does he mean now? 

Stand. Have you given Sir Harry the note, 
fellow ? 

Clinch. ſen. The note ! what note? 

Stand. The letter, blockhead, which I feng by 
you to Sir Harry Wildair; have you ſeen him? 

Clinch. ſen. O lord, what ſhail I ſay now? Seen 
him ? Yes, Sir no, Sir] have, SI 
have not, Sir. 

Stand. The fellow's mad. 
firrah, or I'll break your head. 

Clinch. ſen. 1 know Sir Harry very well, Sir; 
but as to the note, Sir, I can't remember a word 
on't: truth is, I have a very bad memory. 

Stand. O, Sir, I'll quicken your memory. 

[ Strikes bim. 
I did give 


Anſwer me directly, 


Clinch. ſex. Zauns, Sir, hold! 
kim the note. 
Stand. And what anſwer, 
Clinch. ſen. I'meon, I did not give him the note. 
Stand. What d'ye banter, raſcal ? 
Strikes him again, 
Clinch. ſen. Hold, Sir, hold! He did ſend an 
anſwer. | 
Stand. What was't, villain ? a 
Clinch. ſen. Why, truly, Sir, I have forgot it: 
I told you that I hay a very trehetrous memory. 
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Stand. T'll engage you ſhall remember me this 
month, raſcal, [ Beats bim ef}, and exit, 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 

Lure. Fortbeen, forthosn, fortb:on! This is 
better than I expected; but fortune ſill helps the 
induſtrious. 

Enter Clincher ſenior, : 

Clinch. ſen. "Ah! The devil take all intriguing, 
ſay 1, and him who firſt invented cance That 
curs'd colonel. has got ſuch a Knac« of beating his 
men, that he bas left the mark of a collar of ban- 
dileers about my ſhoulders, 

Lure. O, my poor gentleman ! And was it beaten? 

Clinch. ſen. Yes, I have been beaten, But 
where's my cloths ? my cloaths ? 

Lure. What, you won't leave me ſo ſoon, my 
dear, will ye ? ; 

Clinch. ſen. Will ye! If ever I peep into à colo- 
nel's tent again, may I be forc'd to run the gaunt- 
let. — hut my cloaths, Madam, x 

Lure. I ſent the porter down ſtairs with them: 
Did not you meet him ? | 

Clinch. ſen. Meet him! No, not I. 

Par. No! He went out of the back door, and is 
run clear away, I'm afraid, 

Clinch. ſen. Gone, ſay you! and with my cloaths! 
my fine Jubilee cloaths !—O, the rogve, the thief! 
Il have him hang'd for murder. — But how ſhall 
I get home, in this pickle ? 

Per. I'm afraid, Sir, the colonel will be back 
preſently, for he dines at home, 

Clinch. ſen. Oh, then I muſt ſneak off ! 

Was ever ſuch an unfortunate beau, 

To have his coat well thrath'd, and loſe his coat 

alſo ? [ Exit, 

Lare. Thus the noble poet ſpoke truth: 

Nothing ſuits worſe with vice than want of ſenſe: 

Fools are til! wicked at their own expence. 

Par. Methinks, Madam, the injuries you hare 
ſufler'd by men mutt be very great, to raiſe ſuch 
neavy reſentments again* the whole ſex. | 

Lure. The greateſt injury that woman cou'd 
ſuſtain !' they robb'd me of that jewel, which pre- 
ſerv'd, exalts our ſex almoſt to angels; but de- 
ſtroy'd, debaſes us below the worſt of brutes, 
mankind. | 

Par. But I think, Madam, your anger ſhou'd 
be only to the author of your wrongs. | | 

Lure. The author! alas, I know him not. 

Par. Not know him! Tis odd, Madam, that a 
man ſhould rob you of that ſame jewel you men- 
tioned, and you not know him. 

Lure, Leave trifling ; tis a ſubject that alwars 
ſours my temper: But fince, by thy faithful ſer- 
vice, 1 have ſome reaſon to confide in your ſecrecy, 
hear the ſtrange relation. Some twelve years 
ago, I liv'd at my father's houſe in Oxforditure, 
bleſt with innocence, the ornamental, but wess 
guard of blooming beauty; I was then juſt fifteen: 
our youth is tempting, our innocence creduious, 
romances moving, love powerful, and men are 
villains. Then it happened, that three young gen 
tlemen from the univerſity coming into the cour- 
try, and being benighted, and ftrangers, call'd # 
my father's: He was very glad of their compa% 
and offer'd them the entertainment of his houle. 

Par. Which they accepted, no doubt. Oh 
theſe ſtrolling collegians are never abroad, but v7 
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on ſome miſchief. 

Lure. They had ſome private frolic or deſig" 
their heads, as appear'd by their not naming © 
another, which my father perceiving, , out of . 
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them had a heavy, pedantic, univerſity air, a fort of 
a de ſagreeable ſchalaſtic booriſhneſs in their beka- 
viour; but the third! 
Par. Ah! the third, 
things, they ſay, is very Crit ical. 


The Conſtant Couple; or, 


lity, made no enquiry into their aiJairs ; two of | 


Madam z—the third of all 


A Trip to the Jubilee. I5 

Wild. Draw, Sir! What ſhall 1 draw? 

Stand. Come, come, Sir, I like your facetiovs 
humour well enough; it ſhews courage and uncon- 


cen. I know you're brate; and therefore uſe 30 
thus, Dr: aw your ſword. 
i. Nay, to oblige vou, I will draw; but the 


Lure. He was but in ſhort, nature cut him out devil take me if I fig zut.— pech aps; colonel, this is 


for my undoing ; he ſeem'd to be about erghteen. 

Par. A fit match for your fifteen, as cou'd be! 

Lure. He had a genteel ſweetneſs in his face, a 
graceful comelinaſs in his perſon, and his tongue 
was fit to ſoothe ſoft innocence to ruin.—-His diſ- 
courſe was directed to my father, but his looks to 
me. 
Caſſandra, then went to bed, and drearat of him 
all night; fo fell deſperately in love. My father 
was ſo well pleas'd with his converſation, that he 
begg'd their company next day; they conſented, 
and next night, Parly 

Par. Ah, next night, Madam 
(I'm afraid) was a night indeed. 
Lure. He brib'd my maid, with his gold, out of 
her honeſty ; and me, with his rhetoric, out of my 
honour.--She admitted him to my chamber; and 
there he vow'd, and ſwore, and wept, and {igh'd-— 
and conquer'd, ms 

Par. Alack-a-day, poor fifteen | Weeps. 

Lure. He ſwore that he wou'd come down from 
Oxtord, in a fortnight, and marry me. 

Par. The old bait ! the old bait —I was cheat- 
ed juſt ſo myſelf. [ Aſide. ] But had not you the 
wit to know his name all this while ? 

Lure. Alas! what wit had innoceace like mine? 
He told me, that he was under an obligation to his 


next night 


companions of concealing himſelf then, but that the languages, 
he would write to me in two days,. and let me| ning you 
After all the binding) 


know his name and quality. 
oaths of conſtancy, I gave him a ring with thts 
motto, love and honour ; then we parted, but 1 
nc yer ſaw the dear deceiver more. 

Par. No, nor never will, I warrant you. 

Lure. I need not tell my griefs, which my fa- 
ther's death made a fair pretence for; he leſt me 
ſole heireſs and executrix to three thouſand pounds 


tune ſubſervient to my pleaſure and revenge, I 
went to travel, where, in moſt courts 


of Europe, 
I have done ſome exccution. 


Here 1 will play my 


After ſupper I went to my chamber, and read 


pre tieſt blade you have ſ*en, 
Stand. J doubt not but the arm is good; and 


; Caerefore think both worth my reſentment. 
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Come, Sir, 

Wild. But, pr'ythee colenel, doſt think that 1 
am ſuch a madman, as to ſend my ſoul to the devils 
and body to the wormia———upon every foot's 
errand ? [r. 

Strzd. 1 hope you're no coward, Sir. 

Wild. Coward, Sir! I have eight thouſand 
pounds a year, Sir. 

Scand. You fought in Flanders, to my knowledge. 

Wild. Ay, for the ſame reaſon that 1 wore a red 
coat; becaule twas faſhionable. 

Stend. Sir, you fought a French Count in Paris. 

Wild. True, Sir; but there was no danger of 
lands, nor tenements: Beſides, he was a beau, 
lie myſelf. Now you're a ſoldier, colonel, and 
fighting's your trade, and I think it downright 
madneſs to contend with any man in his profeſſion. 

Stand. Come, Sir, no more dallying : 1 ſhall 
take very unſeemly methods, if you don't thew 
your/els a gentleman. 

Mild. A gentleman ! why there again now! A 
gentleman ! 1 teil you once more, colonel, that 1 
am a baronet, and have eight thouſand pounda A 
I can dance, ting, ride, fence, underſtand 
Now, I can't conceive how run- 
through the body ſhou'd contribute one 
jot more to my gentility. But pray, colonel, I 
forgot to aſk you, what's the quarrel ? 

Stard, A woman, Sir. 

Witd. Then I put up my ſword. Take her, 

Stand. Sir, my honour's concerned. 

Wild. Nay, it vour honour be concern'd with a 
woman, get it out of her hands as ſoon as you 
can. 


ear. 


Como, 
this is ſomething about the Lady 
that affair. 

Sand. Do ſo, then, immediately, 

Wild. Put vp your ſword firſt; j you know I dare 


laſt ſcene ; then” retire to my county-houſe, live fight : But I had much rather make you a friend 
8 and die a penitent, | than an enemy. I can afſure you, this lady will 
But don't you ſtill love this dear diffembler ? | prove ton hard for ons of your temper. You have 

Lat laſt certainly; Tis love of him that too much honour, too much in conicience, to de 2 


keeps my anger warm. But this buſ and 
aut maul more, I'll hanſel his 
onths for bim. Go, get me pen and inks 
write to Vizard too. 

Fortune, this once aſſiſt me as before 

Two ſuch machines can never work in vain, 

As thy propitious wheel, and my projecting brain. 


Once VOman 3 


[ Exeunt, ing you any favour, and it! 
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V. 


S C E N E, Cover! - Garden. 
Willalr ad Standard meeting. 


I muſt | encouragement. 


Zuinea | | favourite with the ladies. 


Stand. I'm afſur'd, Sir, ſhe never gave you 'any 


Will. A moan can never hear reaſon with a ſword 


in his hand. Sheath your weapon; and then if [ 


| 


| fon” t ſatisfy you, ſheath it in my body. 

Stard. Give me but demanſtration of her grant- 
s enough, 

5 iid. Will you take my word? 

and, Pardon me, Sir, 1 cannot. 

7 ld. Will you believe your own eyes ? 

Stand, "Tis ten to one whetier I ſhall or no; 
they have deceiv'd me already. 

W ld. That's har ut tome means I ſhal! de- 


| viſe for your fark Faction We mult ſiy - this place, 


Stand. J Thou ht, Sir Harry, to have met you, ere | cite that cluſter of mob will overwhelm us. [ Exeunty 
this, in a more convenient place; but Enter Me, Tom Errand's Wife burrying in Clin- 
hct my wrongs were without CCicmony, my te- cher ſenlor in Lrrand's Cioaths 


V. 50 mall be 10 too. Draw, Sir! 


ö 
l 


IWife, Oh, the vitaing the rogue! he has mur- 


An hanourable lover is the greateſt flave in 
a year: At laſt, my love for this ſingle diſſembler nature; ſome will ſay the greateſt fool. 
turn'd to a hatred of the whole ſex; z and reſolving come, colon], 


to divert my melancholy, and make my la-ge for- Lurewell, 1 Warrant; 1 can give you ſatisfaction in 


5 
4 
s 


| 
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now ! 


you a gentleman ? 


I drew off his: So I put) on his coat, and he put on 


lain. 


16 
der d my huſband : Ah! my poor Timothy ! 
| Crying. 

Clin. ſen. Dem your Timothy ef Mag 
das murder'd me, woman; for he has carry'd away 
my fine Jubilee cloaths. , 

Wife. Ay, you cut-throat, have you not got his 
eloaths upon your back there ?—Neighbours, don't 
you know poor Timothy's coat and apron ? 

Mob. Ay, ay, it is the ſame, 

Fir Mob, Whit ſhall we do with him, neigh- 
bours ? : 

Second Mob. We'll pull him in pieces. 

Firſt Mob. No, no; then we may be hang'd for 
murder: But we'll drown him. 

Clin. ſen, Ah, good people, pray don't drown me; 
for I never learnt to ſwim in all my life. Ah, this 
plaguy intriguing ! 

Mb. Away with him, away with him to the 
Thames. 
Clin. ſen. Oh, if I had but my ſwimming-girdle 


Enter Conſtable, 


Conſt. Hold, neighbours, I command the peace. 
Wife. O Mr. Conſtable, here's a rogue that has 
murder'd my huſband, and robb'd him of his 
cloaths. 
| Conft. Murder and robbery! then he muſt be a 
gentleman, Hands off there; he muſt not be 
abus'd. Give an account of yourſelf, Are 


Clin. ſen. No, Sir, I am a beau. | 

Conſt. A beau! Then you have kill'd nobody, 
I'm perſuaded. How came you by thele cloaths, 
—_—* 

Clin, ſen. You muſt know, Sir, that walking 
along, Sir, I don't know how, Sir; I can't tell 
where, Sir; and ſo the porter and I chang'd cloaths, 
Sir. | 

Conft. Very well! the man ſpeaks reaſon, and 
like a gentleman. 

Wif-. But pray, Mr. Conſtable, aſk him how he 
chang'd cloaths with him, 

Conſt. Silence, woman, and don't diſturb the 
court — Well, Sir, how did you change cloaths ? 

Clin. ſen. Why, Sir, he pull'd off my coat, and 


mine, | 

Conſt. Why, neighbour, I don't find that he's 
gvilty : Search, him; and if he carries no arms 
adout him, we'll let him go. 

[They ſearch bis pockets, and pull out bis ft iftols. 

Clin. ſen. O gemini! My Jubilee piſtols ! 

Conſt. What, a caſe of piſtols! Then the caſe is 
Speak, what are you, Sir? Whence came 
you, and whither go you? 

Clin, ſen. Sir, 1 came from Ruſſel- ſtreet, and 
ain going to the Jubilee, 

Wife. You ſhall go to the gallows, you rogue. 

Conſt. Away with him, away with him to New- 
gate, ſtraight. 

Clin. ſen. I ſhall go to the Jubilee now, indeed. 
| [ Exeurt. 
Re-enter Wildair and Standard. a 


Wild. In ſhort, colonel, tis all nonſenſe: Fight 
for a woman! Hard by is the lady's houſe; if you 
pleaie, we'll wait on her together: You ſhall draw 
your ſword; I'll draw my ſauff-box: You ſhall 
produce your wounds received in war; I'll relate 
mine by Cupid's dart: You mall ſwear; I'll figh : 
You ſhall ſa, ſa, and 1! ccvper; and if the flies 
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Stand. With the generality of women, I grant 
you, theſe arts may prevail. 
Wild. Generality of women! Why there, again, 
you're out: They're all alike, Sir. I never heard 
of any one that was particular, but one. 

Stand. Who was the, pray? : 
Wild. Penelope, 1 think ſhe's call'd ; and that's 
a poetical ſtory, too. When will you find a poet 
in our 2ge make a woman ſo chaſte ! 
Stand. Well, Sir Harry, your facetions humour 
can diſguiſe talſhood, and make calumny paſs for 
ſatire; but you have promiſed me ocular demonſtra- 
tion that ſhe favours you: Make that good, and 1 
ſhall then maintain faith, and ſemale, to be as in- 
conſiſtent as truth and falſhood. 93 
Wild. Then meet me half an hour hence at the 
Rummer. You muſt oblige me, by taking a hearty 
glaſs with me toward the fitting me out for a cer- 
tain project which this night I undertake. 
Stand. I gueſs, by the preparation, that woman's 
the deſign. 
Wild. Yes, faith!--I am taken dangerouſly ill 
with two fooliſh maladies, modeſty and love; the 
firſt I'll cure with Burgundy, and my love by a 
night's lodging with the damſel. A jure remedy. 
Probatum eſt. i 
Stand, I'll certainly meet you, Sir. | 

e [ Excurt ſeverally. 

Enter Clincher junior and Dicky. 


place, a fad vicious place ! 1 wiſh that I were in 
the country again. And this brother of mine! I'm 
ſorry he's ſo great a rake : 1 had rather fee hin 
dead, than ſee him thus. 

Dick. Ay, Sir, he'l! ſpend his whole eſtate at 
this fame Jubilee, Who d'ye think lives at this 
ſame Jubilee ? , 

Clin. jun. Who, pray? 

Dick. The Pope. | 

Clin. jan. The devil he does! My brother ge 
to the place where the Pope dwells! He's be- 
witch'd ſure ! 

Enter Tom Errand in Clincher ſenior's Cloaths. 


alter'd. 
Clin. jun. Alter'd ! Why, he looks like a jeſuit 
already. 

Err. This lace will ſell. What a blockhead was 
the fellow to truſt me with his coat ! If I can get 
crofs the garden, down to the water-fide, I am 
pretty ſecure. [ Afde. 

Clin. jun. Brother !JoA-law! O gemini! Are 
you my brother? 

Dick. 1 ſeize you in the king's name, Sir. N 

Err. O lord! ſhou'd this prove ſome partiament- 
man now. 

Clin. jun. Speak, you rogue, what are you? 

Err. A poor porter, Sir, and going of an errand, 

Dick, What errand ? Speak, you rogue. 

Err. A fool's errand, I'm afraid. 

Clin. jun. Who ſent you? 

Err. A beau, Sir. ; 

Dick. No, no; the rogue has murder'd your bro- 
ther, and ſtript him of his cloathis. 

Clin. jun. Murder'd my brother! O crimini! 0 
my poor Jubilee brother — Stay, by Jupiter Am- 
mon, I'm heir tho' : ſpeak, Sirrah, have you kill'd 
him? Confeſs that you have kill'd him, and I'll 
give you half a crown. 

Err. Who, I, Sir? Alack-a-day, Sir, I nevet 
kill'd any man, but a carrier's horſe once. 


not to my arms like, a bak to its perch, my 
aneing- maſter deſerve: to be dama' s, 


- Clir, jun. Then you ſhall certainly be hang'd; but 
'coniels that you kili'd him, and we'll let you g-. 


Clin. jun. Ah! Dicky, this London is à fad 


Dick. Indeed, I believe he is, for he's ftrangely . 


of «a 
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be 


ſing a lie can do no harm; beſides, if the worſt come 


to the worſt, I can but deny it again Well, Sir, | 


fince I muſt tell you, I did kill him. 

Clin. jan. Here's your money, Sir.-But are you 
ſure you kill'd him dead ? 

Err. Sir, I'll ſwear it before any Judge in Eng- 
land, 

Dick. But are you ſure that he's dead in law? 

Err. Dead in law? I can't tell whether he be 
dead in law: but he's as dead as a door- nail; for I 
gave him ſeven knocks on the head with a hammer, 

Dick. Then you have the eftate by ſtatute. Any 
man that is knock'd o'th' head is dead in law. 

Clin. jun. But are you ſure he was compes mentis 
when he was kill'd? : 

Err. I ſuppoſe he was, Sir; for he told me no- 
thing to the contrary afterwards. 

Clin. jun. Hey! Then I go to the Jubilee 
Strip, Sir, ſtrip. By Jupiter Ammon, ſtrip. 

Dick. Ah! don't ſwear, Sir. 

[Puts on bis brether's chaths. 

Clin. jan. Swear, Sir! Zoong, han't I got the 
eſtate, Sir? Come, Sir, now I'm in myurning for 
my brother. 

Err. I hope you'll let me go now, Sir. 


Clin. jun. Ves, yes, Sir; but you muſt do me the 


favour to ſwear poſitively before a magiſtrate, that 
you kill'd him dead, that J may enter upon the 
eſtate without any trouble,-By Jupiter Ammon, 
ail my religion's gone, fince I put on theſe fine 
cloaths Hey! call me a coach, ſomebody. 

Err. Ay, maſter, let me go, and Þ'll call one 
immediately. 

Clin. jun. No, no; Dicky, carry this ſpark be- 
fore a juſtice, and when he has made oath, you 
may diſcharge him. And T'll go ſee Angelica. 

| { Exeunt Dick and Errand. 
Now that I'm an elder brother, I'll court, and 
ſwear, and rant, and rake, and go to the Fubilee 
with the beſt of them. [ Exit. 
SCENE, Lurewell's Houſe, 
Enter Lurewell and Parly. 

Lure. Arte you ſure that Vizard had my letter? 

Par. Ves, yes, Madam; one of your ladyſhip's 
footmen gave ip to him in the Park, and he told 
the bearer, with all tranſports of joy, that he wou'd 
de punctual to a minute. 

Lure. Thus moſt villains, Come time or other, are 
punctual to their ruin; and hypocriſy, by impoſing 
on the world, at laſt deceives itſelf. Are all things 
prepar'd for his reception ? 

Par. Exactly to your ladyſhip's order; the Ader- 
tan, too, is juſt come, dreſs'd and cook'd up for 
mqmty. 

Jure. Then he has got woman's cloaths on? 

Par. Yes, Madam, and has paſs'd upon the fa- 
ily for your nurſe. 

Lure. Convey him into that cloſet, and put out 
tue candles, and tell him I'll wait on him preſently, 

[A. Parly goes ts put out the candles, ſomebody 
hawks, 

Laure. This muſt be Sir Harry; tell him I'm not 
de ſpoke with. 

Par. Sir, my lady's not to be ſpoke with. 

N id. J muſt have that from her own mouth, 
Mrs. Parly.— Play, gentlemen. 

[ The muſic plays. 
Enter Sir Harry. 

Lure. Tis too early for ſerenading, Sir Harry. 

. Wild. Whereſoever love is, there muſic is proper; 
Werg's an harmonious conſent in their natures, and 
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Err. Teving the truth hangs a man, but confeſ- 


17 

when rightly join'd, they make up the chorus of 

earthly happineſs. 

Lure. But, Sir Harry, what tempeſt drives you 

here at this hour ? | 
Wild. No tempeſt, Madam; but love, Madam. 

{ Wild. taking ber by the hand. 

Lure. As pure and white as angels ſoft deſires. 
Wild. Fierce, as when ripe conſenting beauty fires. 

Is't not fo ? | 


| Lure. O villain! What privilege has men to our 
' 


[ 
: 
[1 


' 


deſtruction, that thus they hunt our ruin? [ Aſide. ] 
if this be a love token, [Wild. drops a ring, foe 
takes it up.] your miſtreſſes favours hang very looſe 
about you, Sir, | 

Wild. 1 can't, juſtly, Madam, pay your trouble 
of taking it up, by any thing but deſiring you to 
wear it, 

Lure. You gentlemen have the cunningeſt ways 
of playing the fool, and are fo induſtrious in your 
profuſeneſs !. Speak ſeriouſly, am I beholden to 
chance or deſign for this ring? 


Wild. To deſign, upon my honour, And I 
| hope my defign will ſucceed. | { Ajide. 
Lure. And what ſhall I give you for ſuch a fine 


thing ? 
Wild. You'll give me another, you'll give me 
another fine thing. { Both ſing. 
Lure. Shall I be free with you, Sir Harty ? 
Wild. With all my heart, Madam, ſo I may be 
free with you. 

Lure. Then plainly, Sir, I ſhall beg the favour 
to ſee you ſome other time; for at this very mi- 
nute I have two lovers in the houſe. 

Wild. Then to be as plain, I muſt be gone this 
minute, for J muſt ſee another. miſtreſs within 
theſe two hours. 

Lure. Frank and free, | 

Wild. As you with me Madam, your moſt 
humble ſervant. [ Exit. 

Lure. Nothing can diſturb his humour. Now 
for my merchant and Vizard. 

[ Exit, and takes the candles with ber. 
Enter Parly, leading in Smuggler dreſs'd in 4y3- 
man's claatbs. 

Par. This way, Mr. Alderman. 

Smug. Well, Mrs. Parly—l'm oblig'd to you for 
this troublez here are a couple of ſhillings for you. 
Times are hard, very hard, indeed; but next time 
I'll ſteal a pair of filk ſtockings from my wife, and 
bring them to you. 

Par. Here, Sir, get into this claſet, and my 
lady will wait on you preſently. 

[Puts bim into the cloſet, runs out, and returns 

___wvith Vizard. 

Viz. Where would'ſt thou lead me, my dear 
auſpicious little pilot ? 

Par. You're almoſt in port, Sir; my lady's in 
the cloſet, and will come out to you immediately. 

Viz. Let me thank thee as I ought. [ Kiſſes ber. 

Par. Pſhaw, who has hir'd me beſt; a couple of 
ſhillings, or a couple of kiſſes ? [ Exit, 

Viz. Propitious darkneſs guides the lover's ſteps; 
and night, that ſhadows outward ſenſe, lights up 
our inward joy. 

Smug. [Peeping out of the claſet.] Bleſs me! 
What voice is this ? | 

Viz. The pleaſure of hypocriſy, like a chain'd 
lien, once broke looſe, wildly indulges its new 
freedom, ranging through all unbounded joys. 

Smug. My nephew's voice, and certainly poſ- 
ſeſs'd with an evil ſpirit; he talks as (prophanely 


| 


as an actor poſſeſs d with a poet. 
C 
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| 


motive beſides pleaſure ? 
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Viz. Ha! 1 hear a voice: Madam my life, | 
my happineſs! where are you, Madam ? 

Smug. Madam! He takes me for a woman too: 
III try him. Where have you left your ſanctity, 
Mr. Vizard, 

Viz. Talk no more of that ungrateful ſubject— 
T-left it where it has only buſineſs, with day-light; | 
*tis needleſs to wear a maſt in the dark. 

Smug, Well, Sir, but I ſuppoſe you've ſome other 


be Conſtant Couple; or, 


Viz. Yes, Madam, the honeſteſt motive in the 
world, intere.— Vou muſt know, Madam, tha 
1 have an old uncle, Alderman Smuggler; you have 
ſeen him, I ſuppoſe, 

Smug. Ves, yes, I have ſome ſmall acquaintance 
with him. 

Viz. Tis the moſt knaviſh, preciſe, covetous 
old rogue, that ever died of the gout. 

Snug. Ah! The youpg ſon of a whore! [ Aſide. ] 
Well, Sir, and whzt of him? | 

Viz, Hell hungers not more for wretched fouls, 
than he for ill-got pelf——and vet (what's won- 
derful) he that would ſtick at no profitable villainy 
himſelf, loves hulinets in another. | 

Smug. Well, well, Sir, I know him very well. 

Viz. Then, Madam, he has a ſwingeing eſtate, 
which I deſign to purchaſe es a ſ:int, and ſpend 
like a gentleman. He got i: by cheating, and 
ſhould lofe it by deceit. By the pietence of my 
zeal and ſobrietv, i'll cozen tne old miſer one ot 
theſe days out of a ſettlement and deed of con- 
veyance 

Smug. It ſhall be a deed to convey you to the 
gallows, then, ye young dog. [Alide. 

Viz. And no ſooner he's dead, but I'll rattle over 
his grave with a coach and fix, to inform his co- 
vetous ghoſt how genteelly 1 ſpend his money. 

Smug. III prevent you, boy, for Ill have my 
money bury'd with me. [ Afiae. 

Fiz. Bleſs me, Madam! here's a light coming 
this way, I muft fly immediately; when fhall 1 
fee you, Madam? 

Smeg. Sooner than you expect, my dear. 

Fiz. Pardon me, dear Madam, I would not be 
ſeen for the world. I would ſooner forfeit mv lite, 
nay my pleaſure, than my reputation. [ Exit. 

Smug. Reputation! reputation! That poor word 
ſuffers a great deal. Well! thou art the mot 
accomplich d hypoer'te that ever made a grave plod- 
ding face over a diſh of coffee and a pipe of to- 
bacco! He owes me for ſeven years maintenance, 
and thall pay me by ſeven years impriſonment; and 
when I dic, 11! leave him the fee- ſimple of a rope 
and a ſhiiling. [ Exit. 


E 
SCENE; Lady Darling's Hou ſe. 
Darling and Angelica. 
Dari. AUGHT ER, fince you have to dea! 


with a man of ſo peculiar a temper, you- 


muſt nat think the general arts of love can ſecure 
him; you may therefore allow ſuch a courtier ſome 
encouragement extraordinary, without reproach to 
your modeſty, 

Arg. I am ſenſible, Madam, that a formal nicety 
makes our mo:cfty ſit aukward, and appears rather 
a chain to enflave, than bracelet ty adorn us; 
it ſhould new, when unmoteſted, eaſy and innocent 
as a dove, but firong and vigorous as a faulcon 


' when allaulted. 


! Trip to the Fubilee. 

Darl, Tm afraid, daughter, you miſtake Sir 
Harry's gaiety for diſhonour. 

Ang. Though modeſty, Madam, may wink, it 
muſt not ſleep, when powerful enemies are abroad, 
I muſt confeſs, that of all men's, I wou'd not ſee 
Sir Harry Wildair's faults; nay, 1 con'd wreft his 
moſt ſuſpicious words a thouſand ways, to make 
them look like honout— But, Madam, in ſpite of 


love, I muſt hate him, and curſe thoſe practices 


which taint our nobility, and rob all virtuous wo- 
men of the braveſt men, 

Dart. You mutt certainly be miſtaken, Angelica; 
for I'm ſatisfy'd S:r Harry's defigns are only to 
court, and marry you. 

Ang. His pretence, perhaps, was ſuch.— Pray, 
Madam, by what means were you made acquainted 
with his deſigns ? 

Dar. Means, child! why, my couſin Vizard, 
who, I'm ſure, is vour fincere friend, ſent him. 
He brought me this ictter from my couſin, 
[ Gizes her the letter, which. ſhe ent. 
Ang. Ha! Vizard! then I'm abus'd in eatreſt, 
Wou'd Sir Hariy, by his inſtigation, fix a baſe af- 
= upon me? no, I can't ſuſpect him of ſo un- 
teel a crime This letter thall trace the 
truth. [e. My ſoſpicians, Madam, are 
much clear'd; and I hope to ſatisfy your ladyſhip 
in my management, when next J ſee Sir Harry. 

| Enter Servant. 

Serv, Madam, here's a gentleman below calls 
himielf Wildair, 

Darl. Conduct him up. —Davughter, 
doubt your diſcretion, 

Enter Wilgair, 

Wild. Oh, the delights of love and Burgundy !— 
Madam, I have toaſted your ladythip fftern bum- 
pers ſuccefively, and ſwallow'd Cupias like loaches 
do every gifs, 5 

Ang. And what then, Sir? 

Wild. Why then, Madam, the wine bas got into 
my head, and the Cupids into my heart; and un- 
leſs by quenching quick my flame, you Kindly cafe 
the ſmart, I'm a lot man, Madam. 

Arg. Drunkenneſs, Sir Harty, is the worſt pre- 
tence a gentleman can make for rudeneſs; for the 
excuſe is as Icandalous as the fault.— There- 
fore, pray confider who you are fo free with, Sir ; 
a woman of condition, that can call half a dozen 
footmen upon occaſion. 

Wild. Nav, Madam, if you have a mind to toſs 
me in a blanket, half a dozen chamber-maids wou!d 
do better ſervice. Come, come, Madam, 
though the wine makes me lifp, yet it has taught 
me to ipeak plainer, Byv all the duſt of my ancient 

progenitors, 1 muſt this night reſt in your arms. 
| Aug. Nay, then, who waits there? [Enter Foote 
me.] Take hold of that madman, and bind im. 

Wild. Nay, then Burgundy's the word, flaugh+ 
ter will enſue. Hold—do you know, fcounareis, 
that I have been drinking victorious Burgy: dy? 

TY 


* 
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] won't 
[ Exit Darling. 


Servants, We know you're drunk, Rr. 

Nu¹,“,U Ihen how have vou the impudence, vaſcale, 
ta aſſault a gentleman with a couple of flaſks of 
courage in his head? 

Servants, We myſt do as our young miſtreſs 
commands us. b 

Wild. Nav, then have among ye, dogs. 

Threaws nrey omon; ff them ; they ſeramt (2 
and take it up. Fic pelting them cat, fort! 
the door ard returrs. 

Raſcals, Poltroons!\—-1 ave charm'd the Cragot; 


and now the fruit's my own, 


* 


Arg. O, the mercenary wretches ! this was a 
plot to betray me. | 
id. I have put the whole army to flight: and 
now I'll take tire general priſoner. 
| [Laying hold on ber. 
Arg. I conjure you, Sir, by the tacred name of 
honozr, by vour dead father's name, and the fair 
reputation of your mother's chaſtity, that you offer 
not the leaſt offencem—Alrcady you have wrong'd 
me paſt redreſs. ' 
Wild. Thou art the moſt unaccountable creature! 
Ang. What madneſs, Sir Hatry! what wild dream 
of loofe defice, cou'd prompt you to attempt this 
baſenels? View me well.—- -The brightneſs of my 
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Mid. I have no mind to meddle in tate affairs ; 
but theſe women will make me a Patliament-man, 
ſpite of my teeth, on purpoſe to bring in a bill 
againſt their extortion. She tramples under foot 
that deity which all the world adores.— 0 the 
blooming pride of beautiful eighteen ! Pſhaw, I'll 
talk to her na longer ! I'll make my market with 
the old gentlewoman, ſhe kngws buſineſs better. 
Goes to the dior, } Here, you, friend, pray defite 
the old lady to walk in.—-Hark'e ! egad, Madam, 
I'll tell your mother. 
Enter Lady Darling. 
Darl. Well, Sir Harry, and how d'ye like my 
daughter, pray ? 


mind, methioks, ſhould lighten outwards, and let 
you tec your miſtike in my behaviour, 
ſhines with ſo much innocence in my face, that it 


Hild. Like her, Madam Hude, will you 


1 think it; take it? — Why faith, Madam !——take the money, 


1 tay, or egad; all's out. 


* 


ſhould dazzle ail your vicious choughts: think not Arg. All ſnall out; Sir, you're a ſcandal to the 


J am defencelels, cauſe alone. Your very ſelf is 


name of gentleman. 


guard againſt yourſelf; I'm ſure, theix's ſomething Wild. With all my heart, Madam In ſhort, 


generous in your ſoul; my words ſhall ſnatch it 
out, and eyes ſhall fire it for my own defence, 

Wild. [Mimicking.] Tal tidum, ti dum, tal ti 
didi, didum. A million to one now, but the girl 
is juſt come freſh from reading the Rival Queeng— 
*Izad, I'll at her in her own cant. 

O my Statira, O wy angry dear, turn thy eyes en 
we ! behold thy beau in vbuſkins | 

Ang. Behold me, Sir | view me with a ſober 
thought, free from thoſe fumes of wine that throw 
a miſt before your ſiglit, and you ſhall find that 
every glance from my reproacking eves is arm'd 


with ſharp reſentment, and with a virtuous l 


that looks diſhunour dead. 

Mid. This is the fir whore in heroics that 1 
have met with: [Aſde.] Look ye, Malam, as 
to that ſender particular of your virtue, we than't 
quarrel about it; you may be as virtuous as any 
woman in England, if you pleaſe : you may ſay 
your prayers ail the time. But, ptay, Madam, 
be pleas'd to conſider what is this ſame virtue that 
you make ſuch a mighty noiſe about: Can your 
virtue beſpeak you 'a front-row in the boxes? No, 
fir the players can't live upon virtue. Can your 

irtue keep you a coach and ſix? No, no; your 
virtuous wemen walk on foot. Can your virtue 
hire you a pew in the church ? why, the very ſex- 
ton will tell you, No,—Can your virtue ſtake for 
you at picquet? Ne. Then, what bufineſs has a 
woman with virtue? Come, come, Madam, 1 
offer'd you fifty guineas there's a hundred 
The devil! virtuous fill! Why, it is a hundred ; 
hve ſcore 3 a hundred guineas. 

Ang. O incignation ! were I a man you durſt not 
uſe me thus ! But the mean, poor abuſe you throw 
on me, reflects upon yourſelf; our ſex ſtill ſtrikes 
an awe upon the brave, and only cowards: dare af- 
front a woman. 

Mid. Atfront! 'Sdeath, Madam, a hundred 
gEvineas will ſet up a bank at Baſſet; a hundred 
£vineas will furniſh out your lodgings with china 
a handred guineas will give you an air of quality; 
a hundred guineas will buy you à rich eſcrutoir for 
Wur billet doux, or a fine Com mon-Prayer Book 
for your virtuc. A hundred guineas will buy a 
hundred fine things, and fine things are ſor fine 
ladies; and fine ladies are for fine gentlemen ; and 
ne gentiemen arc 'Egad, this Burgundy mas es 
a man freak like an angel me, come, Ma- 
dam, take it, ang put it to what uſe you pleaſe, 

Ang. Vit uſe it as I would uſe tie buic unawor- 
the ver! thus! ; 

{TE-6wws deten the parſe and amt: ngen it. 


Madam, your daughter has uſed me ſomewhat too 
ſamiliarly; though 1 hate treated her like a wo- 
man of quality. 

Darl. How, Sir? ö 

Wild. Why, Madam, I have offer'd ber a hun- 
dred guineas. | 
| Darl. A hundred guineas ! upon what ſcore ? ' 

Wild. Upon what ſcore ! Lord, Lord, how theſe 
old women love to hear bawdy ! Why, faith, Ma- 
dam, I have never a double entendre ready at pre- 
ſent, but I'll ſing you a ſong. 

B-bold the geldfinchet, tall al de rall ; 

And a man of my inches, tail al de rall ; 

You ſhall take em, believe me, tall al de ral, 

If you will give me eur -=] al de rall. 
A modiſh minuet, Madam, that's all. 

Darl. Sir, I don't underſtand you. 

Wild. Ay, ſhe will have it in plain terms; then, 
Madam, in downright Engliſh, I offer'd your 
daughter a hundred guineas, to — 

Ang. Hold, Sir; ſtop your abuſive tongue, too 
looſe for modeſt ears to hear, Madam, I did be- 
fore ſuſpect that his deſigns were baſe, now they're 
too plain; this knight, this mighty man of wit 
and humour, is made a tool to a knave; Vizard 
has ſent him on a bully's errand, to affront a 
woman; but I ſcorn the abuſe, and him that 
offer'd it. k 

Dar{, How, Sir, come to affront us! D*'ye know 
who we are, Sir? 

Wild. Know who you are ! why, your daughter 
there, is Mr. Vizard's=——coufin, I ſuppoſe 
and for you, Madam — now to call her procurefs 
a-la-mode de France, | Aſide. ] J eſtime votre 6c- 
cupation ] 

Dar!. Pray, Sir, ſpeak Engliſh. 

Wild. Then, to define her office a-la-mede de 
Londres! [ Aſide.) I ſuppoſe your ladyſhip to be 
one of thoſe civil, obliging, diſcreet, old gentle- 
women, who keep their viſicing days or the enter- 
tainment of their preſenting friends, whom they 
treat with imperial tea, a private room, and a pack 
of cards. Now, I ſuppoſe, you do underitand me. 

Diel. This is beyond ſafferance! but ſay, thou 
abutive man, what injury have you ever received 
| from me, or mine, thus to engage you in this ſcan- 
| dalous aſperſion? 
| Arg, Yes, Sir what cauſe, what motives, could 
induce you thus to debate yourſe!f below your 
rank? | 
| id. Hey day! now, dear Roxana, and you my 
air Statira, be net to very heros in your Ries 
! 
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Vizard's letter may reſolve you, and anſwer all the | 


impertinent queſtions you have made me. 

Berl Women, We appeal to that. 

Jil. And Il ſtand to't; he read it to me, and 
the contents were pretty p! lain, thought. 

Arp. Here, Sir, peruſe jt, and ſec how much 
we are injur'd, and you deceiv'd. 

Wild. 3 the letter.] But hold, Madam, 
[7s Darling. ] before I read I'll make ſome condi- 
tion: Mr. Vizard ſays here, that I won't ſcru- 
ple thirty or forty pieces. Now, Madam, if vou 
have clapt in another cypher to the account, and 
made it three or four hundred, egad I will not 
and to't. 

Ang. New I can't tell whether diſdain or anger 
be the moiſt juſt reſentment tor this injury. 

Darl. The letter, Sir, thall aniwer you. 

Wiid. Wel!, then. [ Reads. ] 

Out of my earneſt inclination to ſerve your d i; 
and my couſin Angelica——Ay, av, the very 
Words J can ſay it by heart I bave [ont Fir 
Harry Wildair— What the devil's this ?— 

ſent * Harry Wildair 79 court my can 
tie read to me quite a different thing. 


_ — — 
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now the hiſtory of my travels muſt be through Hol- 
born to Tyburn! The laſt and dying ipeech of 
Beau Ciincher, that was going tv the Jubi! “4 — 
Come, a half- penny a piece. A fad ſound, a ſad 
ſound, faith! tis one way to have a man's death 
make a great noiſe in the world. 

Enter Smuggier and Gaoler. 

Smug. Well, friend, I have told yon who J am 
ſo ſend theſe letters into Thames-ftreet,. as direR- 
ed; they are to gentlemen that will bail me. [ Exit 
Goaler.] Eh! this Newgate is a very populous 
place: here's robbery and repentance in every cor- 
ner. Weil, friend, what are jou? a cut- throat, 
or a bum-bailitt ? : 
Civ. ſen. What are you, miſtreſs? a bawd or a 


witch! >” hark'e, if you are 4 witch, d' ye ſee, Il 


dive you a hundred pounds to mount me on a broom 
taff, and whip me away to ihe Jubilee, 

Smug. The Jubilee | © „ you young rake-hell, 
what brought you here ? 

my” Ah, you old rogue, what brought you 
here, it you go to that? 

Smug. I knew, Sir, what your powdering, your 
prinking, your dancing, and your friſking, would 


He's a gentleman , great parts and fortune, come to. 


He's a ſon of a whore and a rafcal——=and z A 
wake your daughter very bappy [ Whiſtles. ] 
in a huſband. {Looks foolit 
ſong.) Oh, poor Sir Harry, what have the | 
angry ſtars delign'd ? 

Ang. Now, Sir, I hope you need no inftization | 
to redreſs your wrongs, ſince even the injury points 
the way. 

Dart. Thi nk, Sir, that our blood, for many 
goncrations, has run in the pureſt channel of un- 
luilv'd honour. 

Wild. Av, Madam. IB. xs to ber. 

Arg. Confider what a tender flower is woman's 
reputation, which the leaſt air of foul detraction 
blaſts. 

Wiid. Yes, Madam. [ Bows to Octher, 

Darl. Call, then, to mind your rude and ſcan- 
dalous behaviour. 

Wild. Right, Madam. | Bows again. 

Ang. Remember the baſe price you offer'd me. 

[ Exit. 

id. Very true, Madam.—Was ever man ſo 
catechiz'd ? 

Darl. 'Then think that Vizard, villain Vizard, 
caus'd all this, yet lives: that's all ; farewel. 

Wiid. Stay, Madam, [To Darlings ] one word 
is there no other way to redreſs your wrongs, but 
by fighting ? 

Dar. Only one, Sir, which if you can think of, 
you may do; you know the buſinefs I entertain'd 
you for. 

Vild. 1 underſtand you, Madam. [ Exi: Darling. ] 
Here am I brought to a very pretty dilemma; J 
muſt commit murder, or commit matrimony : 
Which is bet now; a licenſe from Doctors Com- 
mons, or a ſentence from the O!d Bailey? If I kili 
my man, the law hangs me: if 1 marry my wo- 
man, I ſhall hang my ſelf. -ut, damn it 
Cowards date fi ht; Iii marry, thar* s the moſt 
daring action of the two : lo, my dear couſin An- 
gelica, have at you. 


SC EN E, Newgate. Clincher ſenior, ſelu 
Cin. ſer. How ſevere and melancholy are New 
gate reflections! [2% woes my father died ; veſter- 
4 I tura's beau; mY Jem laid by the heels, 

| to-ramrrow ſhall bo hung by the neck ] was 
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der ao! Joa the: i by. . get (C2524 


| Clin, fer. And I knew what your cozening, your 
; extortion, and your ſmuggiing wou'd come to, 
ng. Ay, Sir, you muſt break your indentures, 
ind run to the devil in a full-bottom wig, muſt 
vou? 
Chin. ſen. Ay, Sir, vou muſt put off your gravity, 
and run to the devil in petticoatw—You celign to 
| ſwing in maſquerade, maſter, d'ye ? 
| Smug, Ay, you muſt go to the plays too, frrah : 
Lord, Lord! what bufineſs has a prentice at a 
play-houſe, unleſs it be to hear his maſter made a 
euckolY: and his miſtreſs a whore? It is ten to 
one, now, but ſome malicious poet has my charace 
ter upon the ſtage within this month: tis a hard 
matter now, that an honeſt ſober man can't fin 
in private for this plaguy ſtage: I gave an honeft 
gentleman five guineas, myſelf, towards writing 2 
book againſt it; and it has done no good, we ſee. 

Cline ſen. Well, well, mafier, take courage | 
our comfort is, we have liv'd together, and ſhall 
die together: only with this difference, that 1 have 
liv'd like a fool, and ſhall die like a knave 3 and 
You have liv'd like a knaves and ſhail die like a 
fool. 

Smag. No, ſirrah I have fent a meſſenger for 
my cloaths, and tha!l get out imme4atel;, ana ſhall 
be upon your jury by and by.-Go to prayers 
you roguc, to prayers. [ Exit. 

Clin. ſen. Prayers ! it is a hard taking when 2 
man mutt lay e to the gallous.—— ah, this 
curſed intriguing ! had 1 fwnng handſomely in a 
ſilken garter now, I had died in my duty; but to 
hang in hemp, like the vulgas, it is very wngentee!. 

Erter Tom Errand. 

A reprleve! 2 reprieve ! thou dear, der 
damn'd rogne. Where have you been! thou art 
the molt welcome jon of « whore 3 wh 
cloaths ? 

Err. Sir, I ſee where wir: are; come, Sir, 
trip, Sir, ſtrip. 

C n. ſens What, Sits will von .buſe a gentleman ? 

Frr. A genticma:? hi, ha, ha! d've know 
where you are, Sir? we're gentlemen ßere. — 
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Err. No, no, Sir! I'll ha' you into the rk 


$20! and uncaſe you. 
Clin. ſer, Sir, you can't maſter me; for I'm 
trenty-thouſand ſtrong. [ Exeunt, ftruggling. 
SC EN E changes to Lady Darling's Houſe. 
1 Wildair with Letrers, Servants following. 
Wild. Here, fly all around, and bear theſe as 
tireted 3 you to Weftmiaſter—y ou to St. James“ 8, 
and you to the city. Tell all my friends, a bride- 
z:00m's joy invites their preſence. Look all of ye 
8 bridegrooms alſo: all appear with hoſpitable 
»0ks, and bear a welcome in your faces, Tell 'em 
10 marry' d. If any aſk to whom, make no reply; 
but tell 'em that I'm marry'd; that joy ſhall crown 
the day, and love the night. Be gone, fly ! 
Enter Standard, . 
A thouſand welcomes, friend! my pleaſure's 
done complete, fance I can ſhare it with my friend: 
briik joy ſhall bound from me to you; then back 
Zain; and, like the ſun, grow warmer by re- 
f:Qion. 
Stand. You're always pleaſant, Sir Harry; but 
this tranſcends yourſelt : whence proceeds it? 
Vild. Canft thou not gueſs, my friend? Whence 
fows all earthly joy? what is the life of man, and 
ſul of pleaſure ? —Woman—- What fires the heart 
with tranſport, and the ſoul with rapture ? Lovely 
Woman What is the maſter-ſtroke and ſmile of 
the creation, but charming, virtuous woman? 
When nature, in the general compoſition, firit 
wrought woman forth, lice a fluſh'd poet, raviſh'd 
vich his fancv, w with ex'aſy it bieſt the fair pro- 
ction !==Methinks, y triend, you reliſh not my 
IS what is the cauſe ? 
Srand, Canſt thou not gueſs.— What is the bane 
man and ſcourge of life, but woman ?—-- What 
5 the heath ni idol man ſets up, and is damn'd 
er worſhiping ? Treacherous woman.— What are 
bie, whoſe eyes, like bafiliſks, ſhine beautiful 
1 deſtruction, whoſe ſmiles are dangerous as 
be gen of fiends, but falſe deluding woman? 
Woman ! - whoſe compoſition invers humanity 
weir bodies heavealy ; but their ſouls are clay. 
Wilt, Come, come, colonel, this is too much; 
I know your wrongs receiv'd from Lurewell may 
icule your reſentments againſt her. But it is un- 
zonable to charge the failings of a ſingie woman 
on the whole ſex. II have found one, whole | 
Nirtues 
and. So have 1, Sir Harry; I have found one 
zoſe pride's above vie ld! ng to a prince. And if 
; ing, difſemb.ing, per): ary and falihoud, be no 
nes in a woman's honour, ſhe's as innocent 
e 
Wild. Well, colonel, I find your opinion grows 
'0nger by oppoſition ; I ſhall now, therefore, wave 
arzument, and only beg you for this day to 
Nada ſhewof complaiſance at leaſt.— Here comes 
charming biide. 
Enter Darling and Angelica. 
Fand. Saluting Angelica.] I wiſh you, Ma- 
in, a the joys of love and fortune. 
N Enter Clincher junior. 
7". n. Gentlemen and ladies, I'm juſt upon 


ip ar, and have only a un to take my leave. 


4, Whither are you bound, Sir? 


Cie. jun. Bound, Sir! I'm going to the Jubi- 
F "3, Jos 
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. Bicſs me, couſin! how came you by theſe, 
ens? 

„n. 1 7 - Cloarhs, 


» ha, ha! the rareſt jeſt! 


ha, ha 1 {all Nr 3 by Jupiter Ammon, I; 
A burſt ! 
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Darl. What” s the matter, couſin ? 

Clin. jun. The matter! ha, ha, ha! why an 
honeſt porter, ha, ha, ha! has knock'd out my 
brother's brains, ha, ha, ha! 

Wild. A very good jeſt, i'faith, ha, ha, ha! 

Clin. jun. Ay, Sir, but the jeſt of all is, he 
knock'd out his brains with a hammer, and ſo he 
is as dead as a door-nall, ha, ha, ha! 

Darl. And do you laugh, wretch ? 

Clin. jun. Laugh ! ha, ha, ha! let me ſee e'er 
a younger brother in England that won't laugh at 
ſuch a jeſt. 

Arg. You appeared a very ſober pious gentleman 
ſome hours ago. 

Clin. jun. Pſhaw, I was a fool then: but now, 
Madam, I'm a wit; I can rake now. —As for your 
part, Madam, if you ſhould fall to eating chalk, 
or gnawing the ſheets, it is none of my fault.. 
Now, Madam—1 have got an eſtate, and I muſt 
go to the Jubilee, 

Enter Clincher ſenior in a Blanket. 

Clin. ſen, Muſt you fo, rogue, muſt ye! You 
will go to the Jubilee, will you ? 

Clin. jun. A ghoſt, a ghoſt !--Send for the dean 
and chapter preſently. 


Clin. ſen. A ghoſt ! No, no, firrah, I m an elder 


brother, rogue. 

Clin. jun. I don't care a farthing for that; ; I'm 
ſure you're dead in law. 

Clin. ſen. Why fo, firrah | why fo = 

Clin. jun. Becauſe, Sir, I can get a fellow to 
ſwear he knock'd out your brains. 

id. An odd way of ſwearing a man out of his 
life ? 


Clive fo Smell him, gentlemen, bo has a dead» 
ly fcent about him. 

Clin. ſen. Truly the apprehenſions of death may 
have made me ſavour a little——-O Lord! the co- 
lonel! the apprehenſions of him may make the 
favour worſe, I'm afraid. 

Clin. jun. In ſhort, Sir, were you a ghoſt, or 
brother, or devil, I will go to the Jubilee, by 
Jupiter Ammon. 

Stand. Go to the Jubilee! go to the Bear-Gar- 
den—the travel of ſuch fools as you doubly injures 
our country; you expoſe ou native follies, which 
ridicule us among ſtrangers, and return fraught 
only with their vices, which you vend here for 
faſhionable gallantry ; a travelling fool is as dan- 
gerous as a home-bred villain Get you to your” . 
| native plough and cart, converſe with animals like 
yourfelves, ſheep and oxen 3; men are creatures you 
don't underſtand, 

Wild. Let 'em alone, colonel; their folly will 
be now diveiting. Come, gentlemen, we'll diſpute 
this point ſome other time; I hear ſome fiadics 
tuning, let's hear how they can entertain us. 

Servant enters, and whiſpers Wildair, 

Madam, ſhall I beg you to entertain the eom- 


. -— 


| pany in the next room for a moment. {To Darling. 


[ 


Dar!. With all wy heart-—Conre, gentlemen. 

{ Exeunt N but W:ldaire 

Wild A lady to enquire for me ! who can this be? 

Enter Lure well. 

O0 Madam, this favour is beyond my expecta- 
tion; to come, uninvited, to dance at my wedding 
— What d've gaze at, Madam? 

Lare. A monſter——if thou'rt marry'd, thou'rt 


| 
' 
f 
| 
' 
i 
' 
' 


the maſt perjur'd wretch that e'er avouch'd deceit. 


; Wild. Hey dey! wiy, Madam, I'm ſure I never 
[wore to marry you : I made, indeed, a flight pro- 
miſe, upon condition of your granting me a ſmall 
favour ; but you weulT nyt content, you knows 
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Lure. How he upbraids me with my ſhame.— | Stand. Ha !—your words, like meeting flints, on fide 
Can you deny your binding vows when this appears ſhave ſtruck a light, to ſhew me ſomething ſtrange- SN. 
a witneſs *gainſt your falſhood. T Shes à ring. ] but tell me inſtantly, is not your real name Manly? MW Le 
Methinks the motto of this ſacred pledge ſhou'd] Lure. Anſwer me firſt ; did not you receive this"! go 


flaſh confuſion in your guilty face Read, read [ring about twelve years ago? Wt 
hee the binding words of liebe and bongur, words Stand. I did. fore ] 
not urknown to your perfidious tongue—though Lure. And were not you about that time enter. Due 1 
utter rangers to your treacherous heart. tain'd two nights at the houſe of Sir Oliver Marly, Sea, 
Wild. The woman's ſtark ſtaring mad, that's in Oxfordſkire ? kn 
certain. . Stand. T was, I was: [Runs to ber, and embrace; Smu 


Lure. Was it maliciouſſy deſign'd, to let me find [Ver.] The bleſt remembrance fires my ſoul wichet 
my miſery when paſt redres; to let me know you, {tranſport—TI know the reſt-yon are the charming you by 
only to know you falie ?Had not curſed chance he, and I the happy man. Vea 
ſhew'd me the ſurprizing motto, I had been happy. | Lure. How has blind fortune ſtumbled on the et, 

he fiſt knowledge I had cf you was fatal to me, right! But where have you wander'd fince ? "ta" ecco 
aud this ſecond worſe. cruel to forſake me. chandi: 

Wiid. What the devil is all this! Madam, I'm Stand. The particulars of my fortune are too em 
not at leifure ſor raillery at preſent, | have weighty jtedious now; but to diſcharge myſelf from theft 


affairs upon my hands; the buſinels of pleaſure, {ſtain of diſhonour, I muſt tell you, that imme. tre 

Nzadam; any other time [ Going. diately upon my return to the univerſity, my elder nth ie 
F Lure. Stay, I conjare.you ſtay. | brother and I quarrell'd: my father, to preventF"'* © 
1 Wild. Faith I can't, my bride expects me; but farther miſchief, poſts me away to travel: I wii" ) 
: hark'e, when the honey-moon is over, about a {to you from London, but fear the letter came no dug 
: month or two hence, I may do you a ſmall favour. to your hands, 


[Exit, | Laure, I never had the leaſt account of you b 
Lure. Grant me ſome wild expreſſions, hea- letter or otherwiſe. 
vens,: or I ſhall burſt Woman's weakneſs, man's | Stand. Three years I liv'd abroad, and at m 
faiſhood, my own ſhame, and love's diſdain, at once return, found you were gone out of the kingdom 
ſwell op my breaſt Words, wards, or I ſhall [though none could tell me whither : miſſing you 
| burſt. [ Going, thus, I went to Flanders, ſerv'd my king till the 
ER Enter Standard. peace comme nc'd; then fortunately going on board 
Stand. Stay, Malam, you need not ſhun my fat Amſterdam, one ſhip tranſported us both 1 
Gohr; for if you are a perfect woman, you have England. At the firſt Gght I lov'd, though igno 
confidence to outfice a crime, and bear the charge rant of the hidden cauſe You may remember 
of guilt without a bluſh, Madam, that talking once of marriage, I told yo 
Lure. The charge of guilt! What, making a jI was engaged; to your dear ſelf I meant. 
Hol of you? I've don't, and glery in the act; diſ=} Lure. Then men are ſtill moſt generous ar 
ſembling to the prejudice of men is virtue; and |brave—and to reward your truth, an eitate of thi 
e ery look, or ſign, or (mile, or tear that can de- |thouſand pounds a year waits your acceptance; an 
ccive, is meritorious. if I can ſatisfy you in my paſt conduct, I ſhall ex 
Stand. Very pretty principles truly—if there be |pef the honourable performance of your promile 
truth in woman, 'tis now in thee—Cdme, Madam, and that you will ftay with me in England. 
you know that you're diſcovered, and being (ſen- | Stand. Stay! nor fame, nor glory, e'er ſhall par 
fible you can't eſcape, you wou'd now turn to bay. |us more, ; 
That ring, Madam, proclaims you guilty. 3 . : 
3 8 monſter, leillain, perfidious villain ! has Enter Wildair, Angelica, and betb Clinchers. 
he told you? Oh! Sir Harry, fortune has acted miracles t0 
Stand. I'll tell it you, and loudly too. day; the ſtory's ſtrange and tedious, but ali amount 
Lure. O name it not—yet, ſpeak it out, 'tis fo to this, that woman's mind is charming as her pet 
juſt a puniſhment for putting faith in man, that I | ſon, and I am made a convert, too, to beauty. 
will bear it all Speak now, what his buſy ſcan- | Vid. 1 wanted only this to make my pleatu 
dal, and your improviog malice both dare utter, perfect. And now, Madam, we may dance at 
Stand. Your falſhood can't be reach d by malice | ing, and love and kiſs in good eatneft. 
nor by ſatire; your actions are the juſteſt libel on] A dance here. Aſter the dance, enter Smuggler- 
your fame your words, your looks, your tears, I| Smug. So, gentlemen and ladies, I'm glad ! 
| cid believe in ſpite ef common fame; nay, gainſt find you ſo merry; is my nephew gracious amo! 
| mine own eyes, I ftill maintain'd your truth. 1|ye? 
| imagin'd Wildair's boaſting of your favours to be | JYi/d. Sir, he dares not flew his face amo" 
the pure reſult of his own vanity: at laſt he urg'd |ſuch honourable company, for your gractous 6 
your taking preſents of kim; as a convincing proof | phew i 
of which, you yeſterday from him receiv'd that ring, | Smug. What, Sir? have a care what you fay- 
which ring, that I might be ſure he gave it, I lent | Wild. A villain, Sir. 
him for that purpole ! Smug. With all my hear:—I'II pardon you 
Lure. Ha! You lent it him for that purpoſe! I beating me for that very word. And prays 
Stand. Ves, yes, Madam, I lent it him for that Harry, when you ſee him next, tell kim this nes 
Purpole—no denying it—1 know it well, for I have | from me, that I have difinherited him, that I 
| worn it long, and defire you now, Madam, to re- leave him as poor es a diſbarded quarter-m3" 
| flare it to the juſt owner, : And this is the poſitive and ſtiſf refolution of thte 
Lure. The juſt owner! Think, Sir, think but | ſcore and ten; an age that Picks as obſtinzte) 
of what importance 'tis to own it; if you have its purpoſe, as to the old faſhion of its cloak.“ 
le ve ard bereut in vour ſoul, tis then moſt juſtly] Wild. You fee, Madam, {To Angelica.) 
veurs; if act, pod are a robber, and havs ſtel'n ic induitiouſly fo:tune has puniſh'd his oflerce 
daſely. 22 
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Ange Jean ſcarcely, Sir, reckon it an offence, 
onſidering the happy conſequence of it. 
8 Smug. O Sir Harry, he is as hypocritical—— 
| Lure. As yourſelf, Mr. Alderman, How fares 
my good old nurſe, pray, Sir? 

Smug. O Madam, I ſhall be even with you be- 
{re J part with your writings and money, that 1 
ane in my hands. 


ter | : 

„ Sad. A word with you, Mr. Alderman ; do 
* In F . 

know this pocket-book ? 

a Smug. O Lord, it contains an account of all my 
act 3 5 . . 
wich et practices in trading, [ Afide.} How came 
4 50 by it, Sir? 
nung 1 


Stand. Sir Harry, here, duſted it out of your 
pocket, at this lady's houſe yeſterday; it contains 
account of ſome ſecret practices in your mer- 
chandizing: among the reſt, the counterpart of an 
zreement with a correſpondent at Bourdeaux, 
ut tranſporting French wine in Spaniſh caſks— 
rt return this lady all her writings, then I ſhall 
iter whether I ſhall lay your proceedings be- 
e the parſi ament or not, whoſe juſtice will never 
Fer your ſmuggling to go unpuniſh'd, 


The Conſtant Couple; or, A Trip to the Jubilee. 


23 
Clin. ſen. Hark'e, maſter, you had as good come 
along with me to the Jubilee, now. 
Ang. Come, Mr. Alderman, for once let a wo- 
man adviſe; wou'd you be thought an honeſt man, 
baniſh covetouſneſs, that worſt gout of age: avarice 
is a poor pilfering quality of the foul, and will as 
certainly cheat, as a thief wou'd fteal Wou'd 
you be thought a reformer of the times, be leſs 
ſevere in your cenſures, leſs rigid in your precepis, 
and more ſtrict in your example. x 
Wild. Right, Madam: virtue flaws freer from 
imitation, than compulſion z of which, coloucl, 
your converſion and mine are juſt examples. 


In vain are muſty morals taught in ſchools, 

By rigid teachers, and as rigid rules, 

Where virtue with a frowning aſpect ſands, 
And frights the pupil from its rough commands: 
But woman 
Charming women can true converts make; 
We love the precepts for the teacher's ſake ; 
Virtue in them appears fo bright, ſo gay, 
We hear with tranſport, aud with pride obey. 


Smug. O my poor ſhip and cargo! 
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